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GrGGtingS seat teskAetsX We are so proud to present to you the 
latest issue of The Beat Within, paciced with incredible rhymes, dark 
poetry, meaningful revelations, on-topic commentaries and the ususkX 
in-your-face-this-is-how-it-is-pieces we ^te so proud of, to the... well, 
hallmark love poems! Enjoy the voices from our young writers in 
Arizona and New Mexico (Land of Enchantment), the young writers 
in the ^^n Francisco Bay Area, and of course our BWO writers who 
hit \jk% up from all over this great land of ours. 

As you see and read from this week's cover, we skte just a few 
weeks away from starting up The Beat Within workshops in our 
Nation's Capital, Washington, DC. A big thank you goes out to our 
old friend and former Beat colleague, David Muhammad, and Dexter 
Dunbar who have played a significant role in getting vls into the DYRS 
(Department of Youth and Rehabilitative Services). As described on 
their website, "DYRS provides citywide services for delinquency 
prevention and control to the protection of the community and 
the rehabilitation of youth. Specifically, DYRS provides security, 
supervision, and residential and community support services for 
committed and detained juvenile offenders and juvenile Persons 
in Need of Supervision (PINS). Clients wte engaged in a variety of 
educational, therapeutic, recreational, and cultural enrichment 
programs." We must ssk^, David, Dexter and their team over in Oak 
Hill have done ^n incredible job in bringing new opportunity to the 
young people. 

Last week. Beat colleagues Alex Moe and Hanif Bey, and this 
editor visited the Oak Hill facility to introduce The Beat to the 
young men and the frontline staff. Several hours later, we walked 
away excited and Met^ encouraged about bringing The Beat Within 
into Oak Hill. 

The first Beat workshops will launch the week of July 21, 2008. 
By early August 2008, you will read the initial writings of our new 
colleagues over on the East Coast! 

Speaking of first workshops, this week The Beat Within begins 
the initial workshops in Solano County Juvenile Hall. Our first two 
workshops will be conducted over in "New Foundations" and the 
"Challenge" units. 

Now allow this editor to share the page with Hanif and Alex 
who have some thoughts for you teskders on our latest Washington, 
DC excursion. 

Here's Alex! 

It was Skn exciting day last Wednesday when The Beat Within 
landed at the Oak Hill Juvenile Detention facility, located on 700 
acres halfway between Baltimore, Maryland and Washington, D.C. 
Despite the 100-degree heat and long car ride, we were greeted 
with a Met^ warm welcome (and cool air conditioning) by the staff 
and administration at Oak Hill, led by Superintendent Dexter 
Dunbar, and the great support of David Muhammad and his team at 
Department of Youth Rehabilitation Services. 

The day was historic, since it meant that The Beat Within 
would now be a coast-to-coast publication, representing the writing 
and art of hundreds of young people in California, New Mexico, 
Arizona, and now Washington, D.C. 

"What stories do you want to tell? What do you most want 
people to know about you? What do you want to teach?" We asked 
the young men in the three units that David, Hanif and I visited that 
afternoon. As they sat on couches and read The Beats we handed 
out, flipping through poems, art work, and stories by young men 
and women on the other side of the country, we asked them if they 
thought life was ^m^ different for them than it was for their peers 
out West. 

That's one topic among many that we look forward to hearing 
the sins}Net% to from the young men at Oak Hill. We know the talent 
within the walls of Oak Hill is tremendous, since this last ^eskt they 
won both the city-wide football championship, »% well »% the city- 
wide Shakespeare competition. Boats that the youth made in a 
woodworking class this Spring were used in a triathalon involving 
Mayor Adrian Fenty in June. Quite impressive! 

One young man showed u% the ink drawing he had done in 
memory of his one-year-old daughter who passed away. Another 
young man pulled out a notebook full of artwork he made, including 
a drawing of the Washington, D.C. skyline that graces this week's 
cover. Another told how he doesn't really like to write that much 
but he does like football -the Dallas Cowboys- and he could write 
about that. A Cowboys fan in the middle of the Redskins hometown 
- that should definitely make for a great story. 

David and Hanif emphasized that The Beat was 100% about 
communication and community, that it had started »% a way for 
young people in %skn Francisco's juvenile hall to express their 
fears, concerns, dreams, regrets and plans, and it had grown sk% a 
conversation between and among not only incarcerated youth, but 
their families, loved ones, aunts, girlfriends, boyfriends, advocates, 
lawyers, friends, on the inside and the outside. 

As a D.C. native, I'm really looking forward to welcoming the 
voices of the young men currently residing at Oak Hill into The Beat 
Within community, and to starting a great conversation that goes 
from coast to coast. 

And Hanif! ... 

What's up out there Beat friends and family? Just slidin' through 



to holla at y'all about our second trip to the Nation's Capital. 

First off, just let me ssk^ that before our first trip we took 
there, I'd ne^et been on an airplane in my life, so I was like shhhin' 
bricks Sk% soon sk% the plane lifted off from %skn Francisco to Phoenix, 
Arizona. When the plane hit turbulence it felt like a rollercoaster 
ride with no breaks, which had me spooked. 

Once we hit the airport in Arizona, I was ready to jump on 
Greyhound and come back (home) like: ^ott^ boss, I ain't goin' to 
be able to do it. But I manned up and got on the next (connecting) 
flight to D.C. 

When we got there, the air was super hot and humid like a 
steam room. 

Last time (our first visit), we had to talk to the folks in charge 
and pretty much represent i.e. this is who we ate and this is what 
we've been doing in Cali(fornia) and plan to do out here... blah, 
blah, blah. 

They gave vls a tour of their facility and wow... We hit this one 
unit and it looked like something out of World yNskt II. They didn't 
have anyone housed there but you got the vibe that whatever this 
unit was used for couldn't have been good. Turns out that it used 
to be the hole and they pretty much shut it down. The vibe in that 
unit was just hella cold and sad. We went to a few more units where 
they had people programming, and it was more lively and vibrant... 
at least it was compared to first one we saw. A lot of the youngsters 
had that spark of hope in their eye because they knew pretty much 
when they were getting out. But still even with that we could tell 
that they had a lot on their minds. 

On the second trip we set up shop and got The Beat Within 
rolling. I had no doubts whatsoever that it would be a success in 
that the young brothers out there wte pretty much dealing with 
the same elements and circumstances that we deal with out here 
(on the West Coast). They have sets, turfs, 'hoods and gangs... etc. 
So do we. They have to deal with unemployment, poor education, 
doing whatever "while black or brown" and getting handled by 
cops in a fashion all too familiar to folks growing up in the ghettos 
all across America... Same Sk% u%n So basically we went out there with 
all this in mind and did what we do at The Beat Within CM^r^ week, 
and it went good. 

We presented The Beat Within to the guys incarcerated there 
and let them get a feel for what we do, and they welcomed us with 
open arms. We received artwork from a couple young men, one who 
lost his one-year-old daughter. He was pretty juiced about sharing 
that portion of his life with all of us. The other guys were like: 
"People in California, Las Vegas and New Mexico are going to be 
reading the stuff we write and draw?" We were like: "Yeah... and 
Washington D.C. as well. Y'all are gonna be on the map!" They were 
ready to get down right then and there. 

So, when we go back next time (in a few weeks) we'll be doing 
three writing workshops there at the Oak Hill facility, and also we 
will be going to the County Jail as guests of the "Free Minds Book 
Club & Writing Workshop," where the system holds youngsters that 
are being tried as adults. 

You know, we'll keep y'all informed on the progress. Shouts out 
to the fellas in DC. 

All right Beat readers, here goes this week's topics... "Reporting 
from your 'hood"- When we read the newspapers, we often read 
crime stories that paint a picture of your neighborhoods as out- 
of-control children running wild, blasting each other with ever- 
increasing fire power, places that no "decent" person would visit. 
But most of these stories are written by reporters who neMer come 
to your neighborhoods at all, but simply report what the police tell 
them. So, can you become a newspaper reporter for a Beat minute, 
and report the full story of your neighborhood without waiting 
for a crime to happen? Pretend you don't live there, but are only 
observing in order to write what you see, what you hear, and what 
you feel. We know you can do a better job than most reporters, so 
now's your chance. 

Second topic, "What's driving you crazy?"- Even at the best of 
times, there are things that frustrate us, that drive us nuts. But 
being locked up is not "the best of times," and we often read that 
being here is "driving me crazy." So, take this opportunity to tell 
us what is driving you crazy, and what you mean when you say it. 
Some people use that phrase to mean they're anqry or bothered. But 
others are truly describing a mental condition that scares them, that 
makes them worried that they might really be losing their minds. 
If this place is driving you crazy — lightweight or heavyweight — 
describe what you mean by "crazy," and tell us what you are doing 
to hold on to your sanity. 

The last topic, "Birthdays" - One of the hardest things to do is 
to spend your birthday locked up in a place like this. So, we want 
to hear about that best birthday party of your life, the one you 
celebrated long before you ever got to the hall. What made it so 
special? Were you very young and innocent, and got to blow out the 
candles of your birthday cake, open presents from your family and 
friends, and just enjoy being the center of attention? Or, were "too 
old" for family, and just went out to celebrate with homies, doing 
things that you can't do with your parents and siblings? Give us the 
details of your favorite birthday party ever. 

Thanks for reading, see you all next week! This issue goes out 
to our friends in DC!! Props! 
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Art: Much props to everyone for the great art this week. 
Spiritual Advisor: Jack Jacqua 
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Writers: Thanks to all the participants in our workshops in the San Francis- 
co, Maricopa County Arizona, Santa Clara, San Mateo, Alameda, Bernalillio 
County New Mexico, Santa Cruz and Marin County Juvenile Halls. If you have 
any questions or comments about The Beat Within, or if you would like to 
become a subscriber, contact us at: 275 Ninth St. SFCA. 94103 or call (415) 
503-4170 or check us out at: 

www.thebeatwithin.org 
www.myspace.com/theofficialbeatwithin 
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A Brother's Love 



I believe in love at first sight. I walked back by her to see 
if I had the same feeling. I didn't know what was going on. 
I asked my brah, "Do you feel that?" 

He said, "Naw, Brah. What you talking 'bout?" He 
started laughing like, "You startin' to scare me." Then, 
when he noticed what I was focusing on, he knew. I mean, 
love to me is so beautiful. It's a wonderful feeling. I can't 
explain. I'm glad I got to feel it. I can't use it. 

Me and my brah. It's been me and my big brah all my 
life. He been there for me through thick, and he not even 
really my brah. He my stepbrother. But we closer than 
ever. I remember people used to tease him on his name, 
Jesus, and he would not let it get to him. He been beat, 
ripped through shhh, and to this day he go to college, 
have a two-year-old son who look up to him because he 
strong. He always tell me, "Don't let people's talk get to 
you." 

People say he a punk because he believe putting yo' 
hands on a woman ain't right. Yeah, he smoke with me and 
shhh, but still, that ninja is strong, for real. I remember 
when my dad got shot in front of me. Every nightmare I 
had, he was there by my side. He made me laugh, all the 
shhh. 

One time he came home with blood on his shirt. My 
other brother started crying loud. He was screaming at me. 
I was scared. I ran after him to the house. He was holding 
my twin, Shammad, and I didn't know what happened. He 
sat me down. 

Jesus said, "Yo' brah is gone. He restin'." I was not 
completely sure what he was talking about, but when I 
stopped waitin' and looking out the window, I knew what 
he was saying. I miss him. It took big part of us. Then my 
dad got killed, so me and my brother, Jesus, no matter 
what, we got each other back. 

I love you, Jesus. Peace, Beat. 

-Jarome, San Francisco 

From The Beat: To have a brother who loves and supports you sk% much 
sk% he obviously does is truly a blessing. Of course, some of that blessing 
is canceled out by the violence you've had to suffer through in your 
life. Now it's your turn to follow your brother^ model. He's no punk; 
he's a decent man and a fine role model. Finish school; get yourself into 
college; benefit from the strength your brother has offered you. Don't 
disappoint him... and don't disappoint yourself! 



Loss Of A Role Model 



I lost my brother to the place he called "home" one day 

I hate to say that the place he called "home" 

Was the same place that he called "prison" which is ugly in 

every way 
It made me feel like the day I felt when I went to church the 

first day 

When I seen my mother in something they would call an 

"open casket" 

My heart felt strange and my motivation had changed 

Even though he would say, "Don't be like me, it's an ugly 

thing" 

But in my mind, I still wouldn't change emotionally, 

physically and mentally 

any time, any place or any day 

So in my mind I had it placed 

and I had made it that no matter how hard someone would 

try and change me 

(because the only place that one can change) 

was my mind where I truly felt anger and hate 

but most of all in my heart I felt PAIN. 

-Angel, SEP, Maricopa, Arizona 
From The Beat: Angel you get right to the point and are eloquent in 
your descriptions of your losses. You express a jumble of emotions that 
may seem overwhelming 



Drivlog Me Crazy 



It's driving me crazy to see my mama behind glass 

It's driving me crazy being locked up and I ciin't got no cash 

It's driving me crazy being locked down all day 

It's driving me crazy that up in here I can't get my way 

It's driving me crazy wearing another person draws 

It's driving me crazy looking at six white walls 

It's driving me crazy not being at home 

It's driving me crazy being in my room all alone 

It's driving me crazy being around all dudes 

It's driving me crazy having to follow all these rules 

It's driving me crazy 'cause this food is whack 

When the boy get out I ain't never coming back. 

-Yung Chris, Alameda 

From The Beat: Man, what can we say? Great beats, great flow, great 
images. It's funny too, even though it is all so serious. You gotta make 
sure that you remember this, so that all these things that drove you 
crazy in the hall will help you make the changes you need to make to 
stay on the outs. This is a great piece and we sure hope you continue 
writing. 



I'm The Beat 



I could care less what you say 

'Cause I know I'm the Beat 

I'm that sound you hear in your chest, 

After you run a mile and try to lay down and sleep 

I'm the sound in the background of music you hear on 

the street 

Matter of fact I'm this magazine you read before or after 

you eat, 

I'm that instrument, what you call The Beat!!! 

Hate it or not but Lil New Orleans bringing heat!!! 

-Lil' New Orleans, Alameda 

From The Beat: This piece made u% shiver. We like the imagery of you 
being the beat, literally at the heart of everything. So much of the way 
people write makes u% think of separateness, but your piece brings a 
feeling of being stn essential part of things. We'd get rid of the last line, 
because you don't need to boast like so many others try to do, when 
you've written a piece this strong. 



In My Corner 



In my little corner of the world - violence and pain; in a 

crowd, yet lonely. 
Tried to rise above but held back by those who say they 

care. 

The past haunts me, but not by my own choice. 

My honesty is bad, my lies are believed. 

I accept myself, my faults, my strengths, my 

weaknesses, my feelings, 

but I'm expected to fail. My achievements are overlooked 

and my failures glamorized. 

I know nothing, I'm not responsible, a disappointment 

is what I'm made to be. Loneliness is my best friend, 

dreaming is my pastime, 

understanding is my desire, my little corner of the world 

is priceless. 

-Niko, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: You describe a world in which you are mostly 
misunderstood. Clearly, you are a bright fellow, a good writer. We ask 
you to examine the roots, the origin, of the misunderstandings. We 
suspect, at some point, you provided people with the opportunity to 
perceive your behavior sk% questionable. If we're reading you correctly, 
you're saying that you've been trying to move beyond that kind of 
behavior. There's stn old saying that goes something like this: a man is 
often preceded by his reputation. Your job is difficult, but not impossible. 
You have to demonstrate that you've changed. You have to continue to 
do the right thing, over and over and over. Eventually, the neiv and 
better version of you will become apparent to most of the folks around 
you, those who inhabit or share your 'small corner of the world'. In the 
meantime, your job is to have faith in yourself and be understanding 
of those who haven't yet discovered that you really are a 'changed' guy. 
There will be loneliness and difficult times. But 'saints' experience that 
too. Do the best you can, and life will get better. 
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Dirty Police And The Hall Drive Me Crazy \ 

What drives me crazy is being in here. Look at the same 
walls, not being able to talk to my mom, not seeing her, not 
being able to touch my kids, not being able to tell them, let 
alone show them, how much I love them. Being away from my 
best friend aka my sister... And last but not least, being away 
from my boyfriend, the love of my life. 

This is the first time I've ever been in a facility like this, 
an' I can't see myself gettin' used to this. I've been thinking 
about my kids, my mom, and the love of my life. I can feel 
he's thinking and missing me as much as I miss him. 

Hopefully I'll be out soon. I goin' do my time, take it, an' 
smile... 

Another thing that drives me crazy is the dirty police 
officers that's on the street. They do whatever they do, 
whatever they have to do, to clear the streets. Either they 
plant somethin' or you have your own shhh. It's okay, I'm not 
gonna let too much of nothing drive me crazy. I'm goin' think 
about my kids, take my time, an' smile. 

-Nikki, San Francisco 
From The Beat: We don't know what brought you here, but whatever it 
was, at the time you did it, you put something above your icids, your 
mom, your boyfriend — and your own precious freedom. Since this is 
the first time, we hope it's enough of a cold bucicet of ice water in your 
face to waice you up for real, so that you never have to come bade to 
skny place iiice this again! 



Cross Deads In Ma Life 



So far life been cool for me no doubt. 

I got options: either change or I could ride this stuff out. 

Can't blame nobody else for the things I do. 

The voice in my head like "Ninja it's all on you." 

Gotta think about my family they need me too 

Might as well switch it up and try some thing new. 

-Young Markie Bo, Alameda 

From The Beat: This is a wonderful piece. You got some talent! Your 
rhymes are really interesting — not what we'd expect, they got a style all 
they own, and that's great. Hope to hear more from you. 



Last One 



Let me go off my pure instinct for a minute, 

so drag on your cigarette while I express my opinion. 

Through my despair I've witnessed darkness as well as 

gained wisdom, 

been on the block broke and in a Benz dippin'. 

He's got money and the ladies. You say that's why you 

hate him. 

But trip out on this. Like you, he earned his situation.. 

You're waiting so patiently for someone to break you off. 

I've seen a million like you sayin' how they owe you it cdl. 

You're another voice in the crowd, 

another puppet on a string. 

To you, your opinion is the world, 

until the world sees how foolishly you speak. 

I've seen this story play out 

and what seems to happen next. 

To you it's a game that's fun and new. 

To me, it's like an old test - 

a test in the studies I've experienced in life itself - 

a test in this lifestyle - one I refuse to fail. 

Send me to hell if I deserve it. 

I'll still have my memories, like embers, burning. 

Clock still turning so I guess there's still time. 

Just keep on moving, homeboy. 

Just don't drop no dimes. 

In time, maybe you'll see what I have witnessed 

and you can be a product in my vision. 

This will be my last piece to The Beat. I would like to 
thank The Beat for the years of writing and guidance. I'm 
sorry to leave you. But everyone has to move on. 

-Mike, Santa Cruz 

From The Beat: Mike, you've really grown sk% a writer and sk% a person. 
We'll miss you. We wish you well. As you know, you can keep in touch 
with u% by emailing The Beat, if you forget our address - go to Google, 
or another search engine on the web, and type in 'The Beat Within", it 
will lead you to us. 



Tiie Homeless Kid 



This is a story about a kid that had nothing 

Working all day, just tryna make something 

Raised in the street, nothing to eat 

Lived in a alley, stayed at Call 

Trisko's his 'hood 

He ain't from no set 

Looking for food 

That's his last bet 

Go finds a shelter 

Hoping things will go better 

Everything went wrong 

He got robbed for his clothes 

I told him to stay strong 

That's when God rose 

God made him good 

Live the life that he should 

He got no education 

But learned from God's words 

Relieve his frustration 

And listen to the birds 

Now he got a home 

Always go to work 

Anywhere to roam 

Lived a happy life 

Yup, his life is nice! 

-King Lee, San Francisco 

From The Beat: What a wonderfully uplifting poem. We hope it's true, 
and we hope you're describing yourself. If so, tell u% where you believe 
this "nice life" is talcing you. Where do you want to be in five-ten years, 
and how do you plan to get there? 



1 



lilt The) loi't Tell Y'all Itat 

No decent people would visit these places 

How you figure? 

Because young people pull triggers 

To get a name for they self 

Killing people for they health 

Mothers lie awake at night 

Trying to fight back the tears and the pain inside 

But they don't talk about that 

Eight and nine years old packing that gat 

They run in packs like a pack of wolves 

Ready to attack no clothes on they back 

No food in they mouth but they don't tell y'all that 

Youngstas forced to sell crack they wear all black 

Just in case of an attack 

Gun fights in the night 

Innocent children losing they life. 

Mother strung out on drugs 

Pops in the pen an' a humbug government denied us 

welfare. 

They took away our provider. 

Now I'm trapped -- take the wrong turn you liable to get 

hit with the mac. 

But yeah they don't tell y'all that. 

-Jamoni, Alameda 

From The Beat: Maybe they didn't before... but now that you've put it 
down on paper, and it's published in The Beat... maybe people will be 
forced to listen. One thing for sure - you need to keep stepping up and 
writing what you see, feel and understand. So you can "tell them all 
that" 
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streets Of Hate 



Gangs, drugs, sex, violence 

What have these streets come to 

Is this all we know how to do 

Why can't we have power 

Without violence. 

Security with no guns 

Do you think these ways are fun 

These things ain't right 

Kids growing up 

Preparing to fight 

Parents who just yell at each other 

A child taking care of her brother 

An alcoholic father 

Abandoning his family 

Can we be putting up with this 

Can we? 

A depressed teen crying every night 

Preparing to end his life 

How can we let this all happen 

How we do I can't even fathom 

There's no love in this world 

In these streets of hate 

Before we try to stop it 

It could be too late 

It's our generation 

Doing this to each other 

Instead of fighting we should be 

Standing together 

But we're too selfish 

We'll never pull through 

Are you as saddened as I am too 

To see babies with babies 

And kids with knives 

how easy it is to take a lie 

a color 

a number 

can get you killed 

poppin' and sellin' 

any type of pill 

we're slowly self destructing 

inner combusting 

there's no stopping us now 

we're right on track 

but once it's gone 

it'll never come back 

we've killed it 

it's over 

growing up too fast 

never thinking about our past 

your childhood's gone 

and will be gone forever 

I hope you and the streets of hate 

Are happy together 

-Katie, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: Fine poem Katie. To asic these questions is to icnow their 



answers. 



i 




Fitber's laj 



Fathers Day. I say forget it. My dad was never around. I 
ain't even gone lie it was real hard growing up without a 
dad. I had to learn how to be a man on my own. See my 
dad wasn't a man. He was a little boy. See a man do what 
he has to do, a man has his responsibilities, and never 
walks out his kid's life. See when I have my own kids I'm 
going to be there for him or her, and never walk out. 

I'll do what it take just to see a big smile on my kid's 
face. Teach them right from wrong. I don't want my kids 
to go thought what I'm going through. I want them to have 
a better life than me. See anyone can have a kid, but it 
takes a man to take care of his kid. 

So when I have kids and they're old enough to 
understand what Father's Day is, I don't want my kids to 
feel the same way I do. I want my kids to be able to say 
loud and proud that his or her dad is always there no 
matter what. 

-Lil' Rikki, Alameda 

From The Beat: We icnow it% hard growing up without a dad 'cause you 
don't have anyone around showing you how to become a man. And a 
mother can't teach you how to be a man, because a mom is a mom, she 
is a woman. You just have to be strong. A mother can teach you right 
from wrong. It doesn't necessarily have to be a man. Anyone can teach 
you anything, but it's up to you to vtsknnsk learn. We're glad to hear you 
say that if you had kids you would never bail on them. It shows a lot 
of maturity and responsibility especially coming from a young man like 
you. 



Waiting 



Who I am is simple 

Just a clouded person 

Mistakes waiting to occur in my life 

Troubled by the lifestyles being lived 

Several dire things came out rapidly 

Dreaming in a two person cell 

Waiting, prepared to take my life down the correct path 

Declining that this is the life I seek 

Ever ready searching for a new way to live 

For I am about to come into the life I search 

Just a matter of time 

Desiring a different way to survive 

Helplessly awaiting 

Committed 

-Corey, Land Of Enchantment 

From The Beat: The hardest part of life is deciding what path in life 
to take. Most know right from wrong and now that you know the 
difference between the two the rest is up to you. We wish you luck on 
your journey ahead. 



My Life 



As I live this life full of strife, I ask myself, "do I have to 
rely on drugs and alcohol all my life.?" 

I wish I could live my life to a better degree - full of 
respect, love, and integrity. I wonder why my life is so 
messed up. 

I wish I could hold, hug, and kiss my son. I feel like 
a father who is not a good dad. My own kids feel sad, like 
they will never be able to see their dad. 

All that this negative and bad does is just hurt me and 
makes me sad. I know if anyone refers to me as good or 
bad. I feel like my life is full of bad and there is no good - 
just straight bad in my life. I feel like I make my friends, 
loved ones, and especially my kids are very sad. 

-George, Land Of Enchantment 

From The Beat: You seem to have a list of self - pity and blame. You've 
asked yourself why you "have to rely on drugs and alcohol." Ask yourself 
what types of situations you're putting yourself in while relying on 
drugs and alcohol. Surely they're not healthy or safe ones. Take a good 
look at what needs to change to be able to "Hold, hug, and kiss your 
son." 
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Look Here... 



What you see in my neighborhood: You see dealers to 
junkies, you think which way is the safety way out? You 
come from moms that smoke crack for a living. You go 
home to screaming and yelling. Your sister coming home 
with scraps and bruises, and you come home to people 
asking you for 20's. Everyday you feel there's no way to 
escape, and then you realize that you only played the 
game called the streets. 

-A-T, Land Of Enchantment 

From The Beat: You describe stn unpleasant way of life. The good thing 
is that we all have choices - choose to sell or u%e drugs - not every thing 
is going to be easy. Man - up because you know the difference between 
right or wrong. 



Lost In Evil Thooghts Goino Crazy 

Insane means to me when you get suicidal you be 
thinking thoughts. The feeling of hopelessness, you get 
sick with it I see nothin' but targets ... 

I see death, I feel death lurking behind me on my 
shoulder breathing down my neck. 

The world starts spinnin' and your vision blurs from 
time to time. You feel f'd up and you trapped you can't do 
nothing about it. 

Sleep or daydreamin' is my only escape but even then 
you have evil dreams, evil thoughts you feel that death is 
the only escape. 

Because if you were dead you wouldn't have to deal 
with nothing. You wake up with violence on your head, 
blood on the tip of your tongue... nothing can save you. 

You're lost in evil thoughts and when you become lost 
in your memories it hurts. When you snap back to reality 
and the sickness kicks in. You are going insane, trapped 
in your own mind and four walls you can't escape. 

Trapped. Damn. 

-Spwarv, Alameda 

From The Beat: This is about sk% dark, detailed, and heartbreaking 
descriptions of lockdown stress we've read in a long time. Now u%e that 
pen that painted such a clear and frightening picture to tell u% how you 
shake this mindset when things get bad. What do you do? 



The Hood 



I grew up on the block 

That was my personal nine to five. 

Selling hella drugs in the hood I stay high 

Walking up and down the block 

I'm sipping on some lean 

Pocket full of dough from serving all these dope fiends 

I'm walking uptown when I see five-o coming 

I don't waste time Lil' Bra just started running 

I sip pure grape I don't sip nothing else 

I got a couple friends but I stay by myself 

If you don't know what the hood is just come to mine 

It ain't nothing you can tell us 

Media can't come to the hood 

'Cause we don't trust nobody. 

All my ninjas in jail right along with me 

But if I could take the wrap for my ninjas 

To get them out I would that's how much love I got fro 

them. 

Man I love my ninjas all my ninjas love me man I love my 

ninjas till eternity for life. 

-Lil' Doogie, Alameda 

From The Beat: Again - we know the love you and your boys feel for 
each other is real, but unless you can push each other in a positive 
direction {sk% in, no "serving dope fiends" no sipping grape, etc).... you 
won't be able to help each other out of the misery of hood life. 



Castro Valley 



When people in the Bay Area who have been here for 
more than five years hear the name Castro Valley, they 
think white, rich, and privileged. But coming from Castro 
Valley and having experienced the drugs, it's not all good, 
but its not all that bad. 

Like most places there are drugs there, not as bad 
drugs but defiantly hard ones. As a typical "Castro Valley 
Stoner" who likes to party on the weekends and smoke 
weed before, during, and after school, I've seen my fair 
share of the drugs in Castro Valley. 

I seen people come up asking for coke or pills if I 
could get them. I've heard people talk about being high 
on pills, weed, coke, nitrous, oxycontin, and any other 
drug you can think of, all the same time. 

"You need pills?" 

"Na." 

"Coke?" 

"Na." 

"Shrooms?" 

"Na." 

"Oxycontin?" 

"Na." 

Walk down one of the three crack streets in 
Castro Valley and you can find yourself in one of these 
conversations. 

Next time you hear Castro Valley or go there you'll 
know it ain't just a sleepy little white town but that it also 
has a dark side. 

-Jake, Alameda 

The Beat Within: Good reporting, you should go to j-school! Do you feel 
like you got caught up in its dark side? And if so, how are you trying to 
fight your way out of it? 



Loslog Love For A Homle 



What's good Beat? It's ya boy Big Cam. Everyone knows 
me as Contos up in here, though. But yeah, I wanted to 
talk about some bad news I just got. 

For some years now, hella ninjas been talking shhh 
about my older homie, saying that he's a snitch and some 
more shhh. Of course, I backed him up no matter what 
and defended him. The first thing I told anyone who had 
something to say was, "Show me the paper work." I almost 
got into a fight with one of my other homies because he 
started running his mouth about it. 

Well, the other day I got to talk to one of my other 
homies, and he told me some news that really hurt me 
and angered me. All the bad things that I had heard about 
my homeboy were true. My OG homie had the paper work, 
and it was all true. 

I'm not gonna lie, that shhh really affected me when I 
heard it. I lightweight looked up to that ninja. He taught 
me hella shhh. I was like, "Whoa!" I woulda never thought 
in a million years that the shhh I was hearing could be 
true. 

Honestly though, all snitching aside, he was one of 
the most solid ninjas I ever knew. In this world outside 
of my real blood relatives, there are only five people that 
I really trust and got love for. He was one of them. Not no 
more though. I know that sounds like some messed up 
shhh, but that ninja straight up played me like a fool. So 
he gets no love. 

-Too Sick, San Francisco 

From The Beat: We admire you for demanding proof before believing 
rumors about someone else. Taiic is cheap, and often wrong. But we're 
sorry that the rumors proved to be true. You've written with intelligence 
and sensitivity about this touchy subject. We've often thought about 
this paradox: If everyone in the system denounces snitches, who is 
doing the snitching that is the basis of so many criminal prosecutions? 
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How do I fifld Diy way back home? 

A stretch of time behind prison walls 

My lifetime to family is through phone calls, 

And I know I am not the person I used to be 

As I look in the mirror at #.... 

I know I've made mistakes that's why I am here, 

There's a Doctor and clergy to lend an ear. 

But after my time is served and I do get out 

How do I reconnect without taking the same route? 

Who will open the door and give me another chance? 

I'll be turned down for jobs once my rap sheet is 

glanced. 

It's not that I want to ever come back here. 

But out there options are few, this is my fear 

How do I find my way back home? 

Once you get to prison your life is never the same 

Even if you straighten out and quit the street game 

As I look around at all the many faces I see 

Too many times I see Mexican faces like me 

I know others out there play the same games I do 

But they don't seem to be here, 

I mean we are not the majority committing the crimes 

But we're sent to prison the majority of the time 

When I get out of here, I'll head back to the hood 
This is home to me, it's where I know I'm understood 

So the trick to the game is, how do I begin again? 

Without making the same mistakes with the same old 

friends 

How do I find my way back home? 

I've done the religion things, said prayers everyday 

Even forgave the freaking Judge that sent me away 

I've stayed in touch with family as best I could 

Even did job training, knock on wood 

But how do I begin again after being away? 

Will people even trust me, believe in what I say? 

And what type of jobs will be available to me? 

Can I support family on minimum wages? Just me? 

I really want to make it, be a success this time 
But odds are against me even though I've done my time 

I wonder, will the community let me back in? 
Will they give me a chance? Treat me not as I was in the 

pen. 
-Brandon, Land Of Enchantment 

From the Beat: The only way to answer your questions is to be in those 
situations. Don't give up just because you're worried about what other 
people will think. Put yourself out there and do your best. 




Reporting From My Hood 



Richmond people are getting killed everyday. There's a 
lot of set tripping and over drugs territory. 

On August 19, 2006 Cameron Walker was gunned 
down several times by two shooters. A car pulled up in 
front of him and two guys got out and fired several times 
for no reason. 

Cameron Walker was a good kid. He was a young 
teen, and he just lived in the hood but he wasn't a trouble 
maker. The guys that gunned Cameron Walker down just 
wanted revenge over the territory. 

A lot of young people have guns out there and they 
just want to show off in front of their friends and like to 
shoot for the hell of it. 

Me myself I got shot once before for no reason. On 
December 6 2006, I was sitting in the car with two other 
friends and two guys walked up to the car and said "get 
out." 

I heard these shots go off, and one of my friends got 
paralyzed. The bullet went through his neck grazing my 
lip, and as I was getting out the car to run another bullet 
grazed my leg. 

A lot of people are raised around guns and the hood 
and its just like addicted influence on the young people. 

-Marion, Alameda 

From The Beat: This is exactly the kind of reporting we wish we saw 
more of in the newspapers... You've been through it, you've %een it, 
you've lost people you cared about, and you have stn understanding of 
why people get caught up. And the WORLD NEEDS TO KNOW what's 
happening! 



This Place Is Driving You Crazy? 

These walls that drive me crazy are something else. 
They make me think of my past and what my future looks 
like. They make me think about my family, what they're 
doing and if are they thinking about me. I am also sad 
and depressed because I haven't talked to nobody on the 
outside and I'm losing my memory. Phone numbers and 
all. These books, I'm tired of looking at. Sometimes I get 
up and cheer for nothing, or go in the mirror and tell 
myself how beautiful I look in pink. Maybe I'll tell myself 
I'm so ugly and discourage myself. 

The worst part of all: talking and laughing out loud. 
I don't know why I do that, but it drives me crazy all the 
time until I get up and just look out the window. Or talk 
through the vents. I do flips, jump on that hard bed, that 
bunch of chewed up grass, or sing all the songs that come 
to my head. Anything to keep me from talking to myself. 
But sometimes it's hard, and it makes me sick. Plus you 
can't stare out your window for that long, and sometimes 
I get in trouble for jumping on my bed. And its my bed! 
What kind of mess is that?! 

And worst of all, I haven't talked to my mother. Not one 
time or even heard her voice, or my brother's or sister's, 
mainly my sister's voice. That's what really driving me up 
the walls of this hall. 

Hopefully, when I get out, I don't find myself talking 
to me on the outside, cause then we gone have some 
problems cause that mean this place made me crazy. 

- Juicey, Alameda 

From The Beat: We can understand why you might worry about whether 
or not the hail, and the loneliness and isolation you are experiencing 
in there, will make you crazy. A lot of people in your situation wonder 
the same thing. The good news is that you have a sharp mind, and 
the detailed description you wrote about what it's really like in the hall 
demonstrates that you understand your situation for what it is. What 
is far more painful, sk% you point out, is when families turn away from 
young people in the hall. We are sorry that your mother hasn't reached 
out to you. When you get released, what do you think you can do to 
earn her trust again and reconnect? 
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Time Will Tell 



(Verse 1) 

Now if you knew May 1st, 2005 you would die 

at exactly 12 o' clock, would you sin to 11:54? 

Then cry forgiveness, you got less than a minute 

You repent for your sinning and the way you was living 

it is written, confess from your mouth an from your heat 

believe. 

That Jesus raised up from the dead, then saved you will be. 

You see with a minute to repent an a little bit of faith 

your destiny done, changed, and God opened the gates. 

Now wait! Pump your breaks. 

Bring it back, slow your roll 'cause nobody knows when it's 

their time to go. 

But we float through this life with our foot down 

on the pedal still puck the heavy metal, dirty dancing with the 

devil 

see them bullets have no name and killers have no shame. 

The sick, they die away and there's wrecks everyday 

See in all these ways I know folks that I love died 

So don't go through this life thinking time is on your side 

RIGHT? 

(Hook) 

You got to know who your gonna ride for. 
You got to know who your gonna die for 
You got to know who you'll give your life for 
Who you gonna ride, who you gonna die for 

(Verse 2) 

Now who gonna ride and who you gonna die? 

Who you letting and thedoor is it the devil or the LORD? 

A civil war is going on 'cause we fight our inner self 

1 day we living life so wild the next we crying for help 

Now like a tailor made suit 

We got this tailor made demon and mine's scheming for one 

reason 

To get back as a heathen 

It's the season of the sickness so write those down don't 

forget. 

That's the devil's greatest trick, so that you don't believe he 

exists 

Once you buy into this, you think that there's no way out and 

that evil that you do is controlled by yourself 

But in the spiritual realm is where the enemy is found and 

He's workin overtime so our lives can be bound. 



So what path will you take? Who's gonna seal your faith? 

But what if you can hear my voice my friend then it's not 

too late. 

They say that narrow is the path that will lead us to Heaven 

and that the wide road leads to destruction 

Which way are you headed? 

(Hook) 

You got to know who your gonna ride for. 
You got to know who your gonna die for 
You got to know who you'll give your life for 
Who you gonna ride, who you gonna die for 

(Verse 3) 

If I could reach one of ya'U with my rhyme 

Then I know I can reach most of ya'U in due time 

And see the devil wants to make us fall in this life 

But I know he can't get to us all so, let's fight 

And this life is filled with choices, 

watch the ones you go after 

And I know you hear them voices, 

but which one will you answer? 

Beware the master of illusions, 

the one who brings confusion. 

The one who got you sin, never winning always losing. 

Your choosin by your actions where your soul will cast in 

Eternal flames or pearly gates but either is everlasting 

Without askin', death will come quick 

Like a thief in the night and in a blink of an eye 

You could lose your own life, it's hell below 

But we're not destined to go 

Nobody knows the date or time we're gonna die 

But there's no switching sides once death has arrived. RIGHT 

(Hook) 

You got to know who your gonna ride for. 
You got to know who your gonna die for 
You got to know who you'll give your life for 
Who you gonna ride, who you gonna die for 

-Yung T, Santa Clara 
From The Beat: Brilliant flow. What inspired you to write this? Did you 
get the idea from a book, a dreaming, nightmare, etc? We liked it so much 
even though we had to work on the piece to make it Beat appropriate. On 
the other hand, this sounds like a battle between goodness and badness. 
What's powerful? What's winning in your world? Were you aivare of the 
master of illusions, the one that brings confusion? How can we prevent 
this master from getting to u%l And if we are already possessed by it, 
how can we get rid of it. All you gave us was warnings. Where are the 
solutions? Keep the floiws coming, and think of your audience ivhen 
writing, so next time there will be less editing. 




In This Place I'm Goino Crazy 

In this place I feel like Fm going crazy so small so cold 
but yet so many different personalities. Each night I hear 
voices of so many different choices. If I wrote everybody's 
story down I could make my own book of how many lives 
have got took from beginning to end. 

You and another squad have war. Police gets called, 
and when they get there everybody's dead. And why? 
'Cause of one person who's already dead. 

From above people got me questioning—Where is the 
love? Children hurt and hear them crying. Can we practice 
what we preach? And as I try to turn my life around I tend 
to get so weak cause sitting in this place ain't all cookies 
and cream. 'Cause in reality to me this is just a dream. 

-Lir Tone, Alameda 

From The Beat: Visk% this piece based on skn actual dream? It does have 
the feeling of a Mety sad and disturbing dream, where you might wake 
up breathing heavily and sweating and feeling very strange. We were 
especially impressed with the lines, "Each night I hear voices of so many 
different choices, if i wrote everybody's story down I could make my 
oiAfn book of hoiv many lives have got took from beginning to end." 
That^ the story of a whole community. So, we ask you, what choices are 
you going to make when you on the outs again? How you gonna stay 
healthy and alive and writing? 
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Just Be You 



My best friend in seventh grade was Laline. She was a 
lesbian and I have relatives who are gay so I have no problem 
whatsoever with gay, lesbians or bisexuals. Personally, I 
think they should get the same exact rights as everybody 
else. 

Well, there was a group of girls; their names were Tracy, 
Crystal, Taylor and Ashlee. They were always dissin' her 
because she likes chicks and when I met her, she flat out 
told me that she was lesbian. I told her that I didn't care. 
"You're still my best friend." She smiled at me. I gave her 
a hug. We became so close of friends, we told each other 
everything; we were like sisters. 

Then, one day a couple of kids came up and they were 
like "Dude, Shyanne, I didn't know you went that way." 

I said, "What you mean I'm lesbian?" 

Dakota said, "I'm not lesbian." 

Then, Brittany said, "Well, that's not what we heard. We 
heard you're dating Laline." 

I started getting angry so I walked away. I sat down by 
myself at lunch that day. Then, Laline came and sat with 
me. 

She said, "Hi." 

I said "Hey." 

She asked, "What's wrong?" 

I replied, "Didn't you hear the rumors about me being a 
lesbian?" 

She said "Oh yeah... (silence)." Then, she got up and 
walked away. 

After school, I caught her walking home from school. I 
yelled her name. She stopped. I caught up to her and she 
said nothing. We started walking home. 

Then, she said, "Hey you, I'm sorry man." 

I said, "Oh no it's alright, really." 

She said, "But now people think you're gay." 
"It's ok," I said. 

I realized that sometimes you have to pay a price in 
friendships. I told her that just because people think I'm 
lesbian now, does not mean I'm not her friend anymore. I told 
her that I realized sometimes you have to deal with drama in 
friendships; you always have some consequence or you have 
to deal with crap. You get picked on because you're lesbian 
and I still choose you as a friend because I have looked past 
that. 

I used to be liked by everybody, but now I have very few 
friends but that's ok because you're a one in a lifetime kind of 
friend. You're loyal, cheerful, full of fun and happy no matter 
what. You're cool, nice and I love every thing you do. That's 
why I love you. It doesn't matter what you like or dislike. It 
don't matter who you look like. I'm willing to go through hell 
and back with you. 

And when 8th grade came, people mellowed out a little. 
Now Laline has a lot more friends because they decided to 
grow up and realize that people are different. You just need 
to give them a chance and from this day, me and Laline are 
still good friends. We will always be. 

Just remember that it doesn't matter if you're lesbian, 

gay or straight... who cares? All that matters is that you keep 

standing tall and show who you are. Don't be scared to just 

be you. 

-Shyanne, Durango, Maricopa, Arizona 
From The Beat: This is a good story in that it shows those people who 
are doing the discriminating what it feels like to be on the other side. 
You seem to be a true, genuine friend. Sometimes, friendships can be 
difficult to handle but if the friendship lasts through the tough times 
it makes the friendship so much stronger and unique. What matters 
is how your friend treats and influences you. Who cares about what 
others think if they don't know what's real. We're glad to hear that the 
story ended happily and that your peers decided to grow up a little, 
if the world had more good friends like you, it would definitely be a 
better place. 



Reach 



I reach out to myself by thinking about how I want to 
live my life. So far, I've lived the party life. I used to do 
whatever I want and whenever I pleased. Drinking every 
day, strung out on drugs, selling weed and up for days 
trying to find my next high like a dope fiend. 

Since I got locked up, I had time to think. I've had 
enough of these little kid games. It's time to straighten 
myself up. I'm already about to be 18 and start a life on 
my own as an adult. I have to prove to myself that I have 
the potential to build myself a strong structured future 
in order to survive. All the negativity of partying is just 
bringing me down, and that's the opposite of where I'm 
trying to be. I'm gonna work my way to the top. That's 
how I reached out to myself. 

-Serena, Durango, Maricopa, Arizona 

From The Beat: The right thoughts and desires are there to lead you 
in the right direction, now what actions are you going to take to get 
you to the top? Obviously, your past actions didn't get you anywhere 
good, so how are you going to avoid those choices next time? Keep 
reaching out to yourself and you'll be fine. It's obvious that you have 
the potential to have a structured future. The hard part from here is 
using what you've got to move against the current. 




The Hood, My Hood 



The hood is my life, people think that I should get out 
of the hood but then where would I go? You could take 
me out of the hood, but you can't take the hood out of 
me. That's what I say to every one who asks if I would get 
out. 

In the hood there's money, drugs, and women, plus 
the homies with out these things what would I be? A poor 
man living in a trash can or under a bridge? 

In the hood there's sunny days, homies wicked ways 
and in the morning beautiful fresh clean air all on the 
east, but on the west much fog, clouds of smoke, dark 
skies and a big hole where there's more rotten water were 
the kids go swimming. 

The ice cream truck goes around the hood selling 
whatever you want, you know what I mean, but this is 
what I like, my life, my world. Some people would say 
that I could die or get locked up, but I don't care I love the 
hood so like I said you can take me out of the hood but 
you can't take the hood out of me. 

-Masino, Land Of Enchantment 

From The Beat: Masino you are so very wrong, however, it would make 
no difference what any one would say to you to try and change your 
mind. It's very clear you have your mind made up. One thing we do 
ask, while you spend most of not all of your life in jail/prison continue 
writing to The Beat to let us know how your life is going. 
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What Makes Me Crazy 



Being lock up like a crazed animal 

A beast from the east 

Caged like an animal in a petting zoo 

Sitting in my room like a cocoon 

Waiting to be let loose like a dog 

In the pound getting caught like a stray 

Day by day without my loved ones 

I go crazy like a ravage animal, like a savage goin wild 

My heart tears blood like a spear 

Pinning it down 

Like a hound getting put down 

In the pound with the rest of the hounds 

I go down for my doings 

I howl to the moon like a wolf 

Soon I'll be united with my pack 

I'll be back to my loved ones 

I'm being shot down by the catcher 

I fight my way to get away 

But I lie down, my eyelids go down 

Soon I'll be in the paradise of the heavens 

-Rodrigo, Alameda 

From The Beat: You got some solid writing going on with this piece. 
Unfortunately you find some serious common ground between being 
in jail and being skn animal in the pound or a zoo. We hope you can 
find ways to bring you back to feeling like a human. Maybe even just 
writing about feeling like animal helps. 



Live From The Hood. Menace Interviews 
Himself Dnwn At The Ranol). 

Well, we're here in the Mission District, where it is totally 
out of control and it is also known as the Latin ghetto 
and rats are not allowed, because they are the ones that 
poison the game with that buUshhh wait, wait, wait, wait. 
Let's try to interview that guy Menace. 

Reporter: Hi, Menace. 

Menace: Who the hell is you? Y'all the 5.0? 

Reporter: Na, we the 10:00 News and we want to talk 
with you. 

Menace: Okay, about what? 

Reporter: Just tell us about yo' 'hood and how it is 
out here. 

Menace. Okay, look, check this out. I'm 'bout to break 
it down to you. Me and my boys is a crew, and it's a civil 
war going on, and when I say civil war, I mean us on us, 
and the reason behind that is because they're trying to 
bang within (our area.) That's already wrong, but what's 
worse is they got it pumpin' through they heart — that's 
the biggest mistake you can make. But there's a lot more 
history behind it, but I can't expose that to your viewers. 

Reporter: Well, we can dig that. Do you want to give 
any last minute shout outs. Menace? 

Menace: Yea, I just wanna say "Hi!" to my mama and 
to the homies that is locked up in all the counties, but to 
the homies in the halls — ain't nobody forgot about y'all. 
But, anyways, I love y'all and I still got y'all backs. Oh, 
yea, I almost forgot about the homegirls. I love y'all too, 
so when y'all get out, slide through my house so we can 
get (together). Ha ha. Na, I'm just playin'. I'm messin' with 
hitters. I'm up. 

Reporter: Well, this is the 10:00 News. Hope you liked 
today's news from my hood. 

-Menace 

From The Beat:. You did a great job of interviewing yourself in this 
piece. Next time asic yourself these questions too — "How many funerals 
you been to?" "How much pain is it that you've all had to face?" "What 
can you do to call a truce?" 
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To All My Family 
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The first person I lost in my family was my brother Reese. 
He got shot by a drug attack. I was there when he got 
killed. The next person was my friend Paco, who got shot 
in the hood. The next person was my cousin Lil' Ant aka 
Burger. He got shot because of a female had set him up. 
The next person was my friend Mike. He got shot in S.F, I 
think. But he is dead now. My cousin son got kill because 
of people was looking for him. My god brother got killed 
over some stuff I don't know. His name is Weezy F. Mac. 

I love all y'all. To me all this is sad because all these 
people is my family and friends. Is hard to see your brother 
die right in front of you. All yo cousins and friends have 
lost their life and it's not fun. I want y'all to know that if 
you lose your life it's not no coming back. 

-Baby Juan, Alameda 

From The Beat: We were really moved to read your piece. So sorry you 
have had to deal with the loss of so many important people in your life. 
What kinds of changes do you think need to happen in your community, 
and in your own life, to try to increase the peace and end this kind of 



Aii't Yoi lirel Of Tkis? 
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What's poppin'? this BJ reporting live from the 'hood. 
Anyway, I'm 'bout to put all my ninjas up on game. For 
real, it's most definitely time to get up outta this system. 
Just think about it... All this time sittin' in jail, ninjas 
could be out there gettin' money. I'm tired of coming back 
and forth to jail. On the homies, I'm 'bout to get out and 
do me. Ain't you tired of this? Get it right! 

-BJ, San Francisco 

From The Beat: We believe that you're tired of being locked up. But, 
besides telling u% you're tired, you don't offer stny clue sk% to what you 
plan to do (or not to do) to "get it right." Can you give us stn idea of how 
things will be different for you when you leave this place? 
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My barrio influences me 

Gangsta Shadow is who I be 

I got demons in my head and homicidal tendencies 

Momma worries about me, my girl does too 

But they came to they sense that Fma do what I do 

Frontline is poppin', backstreets is cracking 

Homicide rate is up, everybody is blasting 

Take a trip wit' me if you live with no fear 

My hemisphere is on top and destiny is real clear Momma 

shedding tears as I walk out the courtroom Another month 

added in this legion of doom 

My thoughts always zoom, thoughts circulatin' and flipping 

These cell blocks are my playground, never disapointin' 

And time is ticking, six months left 

They say I got a way with words, one of the best 

And who is next will probably not be up to date 

Say Shadow Locstero, that down-ass cholo from the Bay Mi 

famalia is all that I care for 

I'm less like Freddy but more into horror core 

Mi raza is all that matters, puro Latinos 

I'm back with a vengeance, welcome to my sequal 

And my equals, my bro's, my carnales 

Back down from enemies, oh no chale 

Dale go tell da hura if you want, you chota 

Welcome to my hellhole, San Pancho Killafornia 

-G Shadow, San Francisco 
The Beat Within: Besides our disappointment in seeing you locked up 
again, we have some serious questions for you. For one, why should 
your raza be "all that matters?" Why shouldn't every raza matter? In 
fact, why shouldn't every human being matter sk% much sk% eyiet^ other 
human being? And how can someone ivith sk% much going on inside 
your head sk% you obviously have keep allowing the system to tell you 
how to live your life? When will it hit you that a life lived behind bars 
is avoidable... and worth avoiding? Yes, you have a way with words, for 
sure, but how is that serving you? 
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Being Away From The Family Drives Me Crazy 

The things that are driving me crazy are always being 
away from the dam-bam. That shhh really killin' me. I feel 
like I'm goin' crazy. 

I can't touch my lil' chick 'cause I'm behind these 
walls. I feel like I've already gone crazy wearin' these 
khakis and green sweaters. I'm used to bein' fresh, fo' 
real, feel me? 

But I can't blame this on nobody but myself 'cause I 
chose to do the shhh that got me here. What I mean by 
"I feel like I've already gone crazy" is I've gotten used to 
bein' in here. I wake up and know what to expect. Life's 
become predictable and that shhh got me goin' crazy. 

-Cal 

The Beat Within: We don't icnow if it's "crazy" to get used to being 
lociced up or not, but we icnow it's not healthy. You belong outdoors 
in the fresh air, not lociced up answering to people who don't Icnow 
or really care for you. What you do after leaving this place will tell u% 
whether you really care for yourself, or not. Take a chance and venture 
into unknown territory — like finishing school, staying at home, and 
avoiding any contact with the law! 



My Grandma's Words 



Everyone's always playin', sayin' that they're hard 

Always saying they're gonna come up, make it large 

They're filled with hate, an epidemic more contagious 

than SARS 

Me, I'ma sit back, take a minute, play my cards 

But what they don't realize is they're stuck in a cage 

Never gonna get out, hearts filled with rage 

'Cause in the end, life's all an act and we're sitting on a 

stage 
Me, I'll be looking at the script writing the next page 

So get your shhh together, start using your brains 

Before people take advantage of you, causing you pain 

In these times you got to separate your needs from 

wants 

'Cause tomorrow you might be speaking in grunts 

I'm not saying I'm perfect, but I fight for what's right 

'Cause I'm a dangerous animal powered by might 

Lost in my jungle, you can't last one night 

I'm the predator, you're the prey locked in my sight 

And I'll never give up without a fight 

My fists clench tighter than Jet Lee's and I hold 'em 

tight 

I'll throw punches faster than bullets and the speed of 

light 

But then I think back to what my grandma would say: 

"Hold your anger in. Boy, and start to behave. 

Don't ever let hatred make you a slave. 

You better ask God's guidance and start to pray." 

-Dustin, San Francisco 

From The Beat: What kind of predator gets lociced in a cage/ Watching 
others free to strut their hour on the stage?/ We're glad you'll never give 
up lAfithout a fight/ But are you fighting for the dark or for the light?/ 
Your grandma's lived long and her words are wise/ She loves you and 
wants you to open your cyes\ 
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Letter 



A garden of answers 

with no voices - 
an infinity of reasons 
and lots of opinions 
to motivate instinct. 
The grace of despair. 

-Shane, Santa Cruz 

From The Beat: That's one powerful letter. Like most good poems, each 
word packs a wallop. Terrific. 
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Drivino Me Crazy 
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It's the Tank comin' from the m£ix. The topic today is 
what drives me crazy. Part-time counselors that come 
into the unit and trip off things regular staff don't trip off 
of kinda drives me crazy. It gets me frustrated. And today 
our dinner came all messed up because it had all kinds 
of melted Jell-O everywhere. It was like they got a cup of 
Kool-Aid and just dumped it on top of al of our trays. I'm 
pretty sure no one at it. That shhh got me mad, but what 
can I do? 

Finding out stuff that happened on the outs by a 
homie that just came in (it don't have to be bad, it could 
be good). For example, a crackin'-ass party homies from 
your 'hood had and you weren't there, but all kinds of 
females were askin' for you! Or finding out a close homie 
just got stuck or shot. That kind of thing can drive 
someone crazy. 

My first time here, what used to drive me crazy 
was when I would to go court and they would keep on 
continuing it. That would drive me crazy. But after being 
here multiple times, I got used to it. 

Well, that's it for this topic. I'm out. Alrato. 

-KO, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: We don't think we could eat a dinner with Kool-Aid 
all over it, either! But the thing that disturbs u% most about what you 
wrote is the fact that you have been here multiple times. Don't you 
see. Tank, that each time you spend time here, the things that used 
to drive you crazy become more routine. As they bother you less and 
less, staying out of here (or other places like it) becomes less and less 
important. How crazy do you have to be driving before it^ too much? 
How many times do you have to be incarcerated before it's too many? 



Life Is Real 



I'm scared to change. The reason why I say that, I been in 
this shhh for too long, since I was seven. Everybody keep 
asking me, what am I going to do when I turn eighteen. I 
really don't know, because robbing, hustling, stealing, is 
all I really know. I just finsta do my time an' not let it do 
me, an' get off probation, so I can go back to being me, 
without worrying about being on a run. 

I really want to change, but how am I going to do 
that? An' moms is real sick. What if she go to heaven? 
I'm have to turn to the streets all over again. I ain't been 
to school in two years, so all I know is the streets. How 
can anybody ever help me if they don't' know the pain I 
suffer through? 

It's only two people I can turn to — my right hand 
and my ride-or-die, an' all they know is the streets. I been 
keepin' my mom clean for a couple of years off drugs, and 
she is real sick. Her lungs is closed together, which can 
barely poke a pin through. So don't nobody know why I'm 
hurtin' an' why I turned to the streets. 

When I was seven, I did what I had to do so it can be 
food on the table, bills paid, and clothes on our back. But 
it seem like every time I try to touch a couple hundreds, 
they drag me up in here for violation. But they don't know 
I'm the backbone of the family, and my family need me. 

My bra just got out the pen, an' I think he needs 
guidance. That's why they should let me out, to help my 
fam. But to all, keep ya heads up. Do this time an' don't 
let it do you. 

-Brit Brit, San Francisco 

From The Beat: it's truly shameful that a 7-yeai^old child was put in the 
position of a parent! But even so, "robbing, hustling and stealing" is not 
all you Icnow. You also Icnow the consequences: no freedom, answering 
to a bunch of strangers, being told what to do every minute of the day, 
having no access to boys, and crying every day behind lociced doors! 
That is the reality that goes with "robbing, hustling and stealing." So, 
if you don't want to Icnow a lot more about the places the system has 
waiting for you down the line, it's time to Icnow something different. 
Helping your family is admirable, but you're not helping them now. Start 
by helping yourself. 
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Reporting To Yoo All 



In my hood everything looks alright. 
Most people don't notice things that are kept out of 

sight. 

All around me is violence and drugs, hoes and thugs, 

no one sees it, it gets swept under the rugs. 

All the drama, I just want to shout. 

Want to get out, enjoying the negative things, for the 

time being. 

It's so hard to stay away, I'll try to another day. 

I got my homies calling me. 

They say if I need money here's where I need to be. 

Ain't getting kicked out, don't need to pack 

'cause my homie just fronted me a big sack. 

Selling all around town no one can bring me down. 

Selling in the schools, not giving a hoot about rules, so 

much pressure. Just can't slip, playing ball on the street 

waiting for a tip. 

See men creeping by slow in the low low. 

Next thing you hear gun shots and sirens, 

the drama out here never ends. 

-Destany, Land Of Enchantment 

From the Beat: You stated, "Want to get out," then you go "selling 
around town". You completely contradict yourself. Do you think that 
doing what everyone else does will get you away from the drama? We 
suggest you own-up to your actions and do some thing good with your 
life. 



In Here! 



I'm in here, that's what drives me crazy. I'm away from 
the ones I love. 

The one I miss most is my one year-old cousin, Jacob. 
He was so attached to me. I think about what will be 
his reaction when he sees me for the first time in three 
weeks. Will he still run and cry for me, like he used to 
three weeks ago? I miss him so much, it's driving me 
crazy. 

When I look at my boyfriend's picture, sometimes 
I punch the wall because I found myself in the same 
predicament he's been in. It drives me crazy not to see 
him even when I'm out I won't be able to see him because 
he's incarcerated. 

When I really think about the outs, it gets me all 
excited, then I get really mad cause of the walls that I 
constantly be behind. 

I sometimes get really angry every time I hear the 
phone ring, I think it's going to be for me, saying it's a 
release. Because that's all I'm waiting for is the phone 
call - 1 already got the release. That's what's really driving 
me crazy. 

Every time I have to wake up at 7:15 in the morning, 
it's driving me insane because I'm not used to that. I hate 
having to constantly listen to others. I'm really upset for 
being here. I'm tired of going crazy. 

I'm ready to go home and be with my young family 
members in my grandma's king-sized bed and watch 
TV. This place is driving me crazy and I can't wait to be 
home. 

- Massie, Alameda 

From The Beat: We bet that your little cousin will recognize you right 
away and be so happy to see you and give you a big hug! On a more 
serious note, we know that you have learned that you absolutely hate 
being locked up, so what changes do you and your boyfriend plan to 
make to ensure that you don't end up in this situation again? If he is 
incarcerated, and perhaps was responsible for getting you into doing 
some dirt, then you need to take a hard look at this relationship. Love 
is amazing, but when it robs u% of our freedom, then we have to ask 
ourselves some tough questions. You're a smart young lady with a big 
heart, and this release is skn opportunity. 



Neva Chanoe 
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"What happen to the world?" is my biggest question 

What happen to my Uncle TB was the biggest lesson 

Up the block sideways through the intersection 

Seem jus' like yesterday we was in a session 

What chu know about holdin' it down wit' a weapon 

I don't think you do, the words in Neva Blink is true 

Just sink through me and you, that's eye to eye 

I was high, the smoke too thick to see through 

Out my brain I was barely sane 

My ninja shhh ain't really been the same 

Since I been grown, mane 

Shoulda gotta education, only got myself to blame 

Gettin' older every day tryna smoke away the pain 

Gun shots, one shot 

BLAM! I can see his brains 

I can't see his face no mo' 

I don't feel a thang 

Thinkin' bout my ninjas in the 'hood 

We won't eva change 

-Dre, San Francisco 

The Beat Within: Some of what you write is certainly true: You ARE 
getting older; you HAVE experienced terrible violence; you SHOULD go 
to school; and weed CAN soften the pain. But "We won't eva change" 
is something you cannot know, and cannot promise. In fact, we'd be 
willing to bet money that you will change, and the only question to be 
decided is whether you will be in control of that change or under the 
control of others. Think about it. 



Not Trusting Nobody And Doin' Time, Part I 

Doin time ain't easy 

You gotta believe me 

Don't say too much 'cause I know where it may lead me 

So I don't talk to people in here like that 

And yo' so called ninjas talk behind your back 

Yo' patnas got you lookin' down the gun bezel 

Think he yo' ninja but you lookin' at the devil 

That's why I trust no man no matter what 

'Cause in the end yo' closest friend will light you up 

Nowadays you don't know who to trust 

Next day we cool now you want me touched 

When I'm doin' time it ain't easy 

Believe I'm missin' my mom and missin' my family 

Never trust nobody in this life 

'Cause yo' best friend can stab you in the back with a 

knife 

-Damani, Alameda 

From The Beat: Sounds like you've had some friends of yours or people 
in your life turn on you. Having someone you trust betray you can make 
anyone feel worried about who else they can't trust. We hope there are 
some people in your life that you do trust, that you can rely on. From 
what you wrote, seems like maybe your mom and family are people you 
trust. That's something to hold on to Damani. 
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I'm ten days away from getting out of here, and I'm happy 
as hell. I had a little vacation in here, but now I'm ready 
to get out. When I get out, I'm going to eat some real food 
and take a warm shower. 

I learned a lot doing my time in here, and I got to meet 
new people. I have learned from my mistake. I have a plan 
that I will stick to when I get out so that I don't come 
back. 

-Tim-Tim, San Francisco 

From The Beat: We would love to know some of the details of your 
plan. But even without those details, we know that having a plan often 
makes the difference between failure (returning to the hall) and success. 
So, let this be the last time you have to give up your freedom to the 
system, and keep moving forward. If you fall, get back up! And good 
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Reporting From The Projects 

This Mike, reporting live in the Projects. Every other 
reporter that did an article on these projects never actually 
explained what really is going on up here. They just go off 
what the police say. That's why they look at is as a bad 
place. They never met a real live reporter like me. 

Let me tell you how it really is. It's a place where it's 
a lot of ninjas out there tryin' to survive. People out there 
doing what they got to do to eat. It's a lot of people that 
don't like the boys up that way, so they got to do what 
they have to do to protect themselves. 

Civilians look at them like they terrorizing the streets, 
but they don't dig down deep in it to see why they're doing 
it. I would love to tell you more but time getting short. I'll 
holla at y'all next week on "Mike Reporting On 'Hoods", 
Channel 6. 

-Mike, San Francisco 

The Beat Within: Well, Miice, we'd iiice you to put your reporter^ hat on 
again to investigate and report on "why they're doing it," something you 
only made a passing reference to in this news report. We'll be tuning in 
for the next one... 



My Name Is Crucifix 

I came to earth 

To be your savior 

My mother gave birth as a virgin 

A miracle from God 

In this world I emerged in 

God thought of me 

To make his son's and daughters free 

I mourn for those that are alive 

And I take a plea 

'Cause they're not home with me 

I will get you back 

To strive 

For you to be on track 

Once you see 

The love in me 

Come back in need 

-Thomas, Land Of Enchantment 

From The Beat: This is truly sktt exceptional piece of poetry. We hope you 
use your faith to help you through your bad times. We look forward to 
more of your writing. 



Another Day 



Another day in here 

Another day lost 

Another day the staff is the boss 

Another day wearing someone else's clothes 

Another day I didn't throw 

Another day without a female touch 

Another day with the same lunch 

Another day of the nasty food 

Another day with a bad mood 

Another day without the family 

Another day wondering when I'll be happy 

Another day gone 

Another day I don't know what's going on 

Another day I wished smoking with the homies out the 

bong 

Another day I go to sleep 

Another day I wake up and say . . . 

"Another day". 

-Dopey, Alameda 

From The Beat: You deserve some better days! How are you gonna make 
them happen? 



For Reals 



My mind is on critical 

they got me subliminal 

labeled a criminal 

this world is cynical 

You say you do this 

your actions say that 

quit feeding me buUshhh 

and give me some facts 

they put us all in 

institutions 

but give no solutions 

meanwhile I sit and 

ponder 
while my lady's love 

squanders 

I'm tired of the tears 

been in and out for years 

I miss my mom's smiles 

ran with gangs and things 



buck wild 

I miss my hyna's touch 

girl I love you so much 

from rivals and foes I've 

been struck 

this world is corrupt 

racists are in my vicinity 

my options are really 

limiting 

my fidelity to my reality 

is fading into insanity 

I miss my loved ones 

but I'm done 

so peace 

my smiles have left me 

goodbye 

-Piglit, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: Sick flow, Piglit. 
The best line is "my fidelity to my 
reality/ is fading into insanity." 
Very original and conveys what 
you're feeling. Keep flowing 
about stuff that is meaningful! 



A Choice To Be Prood Of 



I have walked away. Here's my story. 

There was a situation with three girls wanting to fight 
against me. One of the girls pushed me to the ground. I got 
up and told them I couldn't fight because I was on probation. 
Obviously, they did not care. So, I went home with some 
friends. My cousin asked me what was wrong and why was I 
late coming home. I told her I walked away from a fight. My 
family was proud. 

-Angelina, Durango, Maricopa, Arizona 
From The Beat: This is rare now-a-days, Angelina. Very rare! But, it 
saved you from violating probation and possibly earning new charges. 
This is how everyone should handle similar situations, especially since 
it makes the people trying to fight look bad when they realize you're 
not going to waste effort on fighting them. You've set a good example 
and should be very, very proud. We're proud of you. 



My 'Hood Is A Disaster 
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There's bums at the liquor store, buying swishers for 
the youngsters that get they smoke-on. My homeboys at 
the block just chillin', doin' the things we do. The air we 
smellin' be smellin' like weed. All you see if you go to my 
'hood, you see too much disaster no matter where you go 
in my 'hood. 

-Cesar 

From The Beat: Who is causing all the disaster in your 'hood? What is 
your role in the mess - are you helping clean it up, or making it worse? 
Where would you/could you start to pull your neighborhood together? 



Ml lite 
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What's up with The Beat? I just want to write about my 
life. Nobody put me in this place. Nobody said go to jail. I 
put myself in here. Sometimes I go crazy in jail because too 
many staff telling me what to do; where to be; when to use 
the phone; when to get up. That's what drives me crazy. 

But when I get out I'ma be a better man, do something 
with my life not to bring me back to this shhh. This is not 
where I want to spend my life. I deserve a better life and a 
better place than this because I'm better than this place. So 
I'm just going to pray to God to give me a better life than the 
one I'm living now. 

-Edward, San Francisco 
The Beat Within: If you truly hate being told what to do every minute of 
the day, then you'll have to find a way to follow through on the promise 
you make here. Praying to God for a better life is just a beginning, not 
skn end. God is also praying to you to make the kinds of choices that 
lead to a better life, and to avoid the choices that lead to places like 
this. You need a plan for success, not just a wish. So think about the 
steps you want to take when you walk out these doors, and then follow 
those steps. You're right, you're better than this place. 
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Reporting From The Hood 
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On my block, we trying to live like a king. Why? 

Because it's the American dream. Ninjas who die 

everyday, it's as hard as it seems. 

Tearing down blocks is all I know. 

That's just how it is when you raised in Oakland. 

Everybody want to sit high on twenty-two's, 

yoking it for about ten stacks, it will leave anybody 

potent. 
It really is the same this as leaving a ninja smoking. 

Just to run yo' heat, 

Lil' homies mini-mobbing only 'cause they see us,. 

They only trying to be us, 

they only want to be thugs. Money, power, respect, girls, 

love and drugs. 
That's what is worth on this earth, that's how it is on my 

turf. 

-Lil' Dirt 

From The Beat: You say the American dream is about living iiice a icing, 
have lots of money. While that's definitely part of the idea, you're 
missing the most important piece - freedom. The American dream is 
based on the idea of freedom. What are your thoughts on achieving 
that part of the dream? You can't make all money and power happen if 
you don't have your freedom. 
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Dopefiends and crackheads doing their thing 

Little girls on the corner selling their bodies for change 

Everybody talking 'bout snorting a line 

Tryin to go party, ain't got a damn dime. 

Girls in yo' face while they humpin' on your man 

But I'm gonna beat 'em with a bat, 'cause I ain't got no 

friends. 

I go too stupid 

To be stuck in the 'hood. 

Can't nobody touch me 

I'm the baddest, understood??? 

-Keishawn 

From The Beat: You observe the hood sk% a poet, and a lot of great poets 
have been loners. Is having a tough image the only iway to escape the 
hood? Where is a place where you can feel at peace and like you can 
be yourself? 



Waitiflo 



x 



First, the most thing that's driving me crazy is that I had 
to wait a whole month till my next court day. And to tell 
you the truth, I don't think I am going home for a while. 
But it's cool, I am going to get out some day. I'll just 
wait. It's a problem because this shhh, it ain't cool. All 
you see is four walls and they do tell you something so 
you want to stop coming because you are the one that is 
being locked up. So that's all. 

-Ghetto 

From The Beat: We're glad you want to stop coming, but the truth is, no 
one can make that want a reality but you. You can put yourself back in 
the hall time and time again, and only you can keep yourself out. Just 
stay away from those four walls, keep your sanity. 
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Sometimes when I think about jail it do drive me crazy. 
I say that because being locked up sometimes I fell like it 
is insanity. Being locked up seems like it can kill you. 

-Michael 

From The Beat: Jail can make somebody go crazy because you start 
thinking about your life, family, friends, but it's also a good time to 
reevaluate about where you heading in life. If you don't like jail so 
much then you know what you need to do so you don't have to keep 
coming back. 
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My Birthday 
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I'm suppose to be talkin' bout my birthday, but to me 
mine ain't really important specially when I'm in here. 

Last year I spent my birthday in here and now I been 
in here for my lil' cousin birthday, my big cousin birthday 
and most important is my lil' brother's second birthday. 

I'm going to a group home so I'm 'bout to be in here 
for my to other brothers' birthdays. Mom's Birthday, 
dad's, steps dads, and other family members. Birthday's 
is kind of important to me (no birthdays is important 
to me) because it shows me that my family is livin' and 
getting older. 

-Fat B 

From The Beat: You're right Birthdays of your loved ones' are important 
because it signifies the day they were born and came into your life, and 
are still there by your side. We hope that this would be your last time 
being locked up for your birthday or anyone else% birthday, but it% all 
on you. 




Many Nights!!! 



Many nights I think bout you 

Many nights I wanna say I love you 

Many nights I dream bout you 

Many nights I prey for you 

Many nights I think bout you and me 

Many nights I think how we should steel be 

Many nights I think bout if you thinking of me 

Many nights I wish you could feel what I feel and see 

what I see 

Many nights I think bout or dream bout us 

Many nights I say me n you is a must 

Many nights I think bout when we used to make love 

Many nights I think bout how we shared the same love!!! 

-Fat B 

From The Beat: Many more nights you're gonna keep dreaming about 
your girl because those doors are holding you back. If you want to stop 
dreaming and make it a reality you have to stop coming to jail. Or else 
while you doing time, she might be laying next to some other dude. 
Sweet poem though, you should send it to your special someone. 



The System 
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The fact that I feel that they runnin' a game with us. 
The judge and the staff, you could get room time for 
everything, they stingy with the straight through phone 
calls, they say they need staff break when we be in are 
rooms for a long time. 

Then they let us out for a short time then they need 
more break. The rooms be lonely but they cool sometimes 
but the most thing that's driving me crazy is that I lost my 
freedom. 

-Hurtin' 

From The Beat: Yeah we know that J-hall sucks, but you have to make 
the most of your time while you're in there. You brought yourself in 
there so it's really up to you to get out and keep yourself out, so you 
won't be sitting in them rooms no more. 
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Being Grateful 



Money is a proliieni 



Growing up as a kid in Oakland was hard. Getting what 
you wanted was hard. Money was and still is a big problem 
in Oakland. That's why people out here do what ever they 
can to get it. That means by selling drugs, hitting houses, 
robbing people and stealing cars. Choosing the wrong 
way to get it instead of the right way. 

But school was another big problem. That's why 
people do what they do. Everybody got to eat, right? But 
when there's another good way to get a good job without 
school, come get me and the people of Oakland that's 
ready to get it in the right way. 

-Lil' Rikki 

From The Beat: You're right, we all got to eat but there's a shared 
agreement of a proper way to get paid and eat. The part of the 
agreement that^ had a negative effect in your daily functions of life 
can be addressed by first seeking unification and collaboration with 
peers of your community, presenting a petition to the government and 
staying solid with y'all complaint. 



What I'm grateful for. I'm grateful for my life for my family 
'cause with my family I wouldn't have no support when I 
my down. My ninjas 'cause without my homies I wouldn't 
have no partner in crime, no ninjas to pick me up when 
I'm slipping to push me when I hesitate and to keep my 
mind right when I'm messing up. 

I'm grateful for my heart 'cause without it I would be a 
sucka. My fist 'cause it protects me. My guns 'cause they 
back me up when my fist can't help me. My eyes, so I can 
see enemies, police, watch my bundle and money, and 
ninjas trying to steal my shhh. My feet, 'cause they saved 
my life when bullets came for my ass and kept me out of 
jail when cops came. 

But most of all my mind and conscience 'cause it 
gives me an idea of what people thinking when they look 
or acting fishy. Helps me think ahead of what police might 
be doing and which way to run from police. And when to 
swing, when to shoot, how to invest my money in help me 
learn and teach and think a head before I make move all I 
these things keep me alive and on top of the game. 

-Sergio 

From The Beat: So what else are you grateful for? Aren't you grateful 
for life? Aren't you grateful for being alive. Why does everything have 
to be street related? Where the HELL DO YOU LIVE? Aren't you grateful 
for a roof over your head?!!!! And aren't you grateful for the person who i 
puts it over your head? I 



Cnuld Have Been Different 

What's driving me crazy is being in Juvenile Hall, but 
that's not just it, so many things have happened while 
I been in here that deep down I feel like I could have 
prevented and it's so many emotions running through my 
body and my mind but some times hard to be mad when 
you wanna be happy and you have a smiling problems 
like I do. 

My twin brother is in here too and my cousin got 
jumped two days ago and my friend just watched. I was 
so angry when my mom told me during visiting I felt like I 
would have been able to stop it. And then I feel like I can't 
trust anybody when I think about it and ask myself what 
if I got jumped — and my friend watched and last. 

-Unknown 

From The Beat: Sorry about your friend, it sucks being locked up because 
yeah, people on the outs go through troubles and you want to be 
there to help them, but you can't. That includes protecting your family, 
getting set up to graduate, and working towards making your own life 
more positive. We hope you let your cousin know you're thinking about 
lAfhat he iwent through, and that you love him. (don't even think on 
retaliation. The last thing you need is more time!) 
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Guns, drugs and pain 

All these things pollute my brain 

So tuff in the streets I struggle to change 

Attending school is hard for me to maintain 

Living gutta and shady is how I feel I will remain. 

-Yanka 

From The Beat: Drugs and guns brings a man's life short fame/ Think 
smart in this life and you will continue to remain/ Your brain is like your 
Cane/ It holds you up in this life/ Forever easing your pain. 
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Fatherhnnd 

Growing up I didn't have a father. My dad was locked up 
for drug trafficking. So I was my own male role model. 
I didn't just look at one ninja and was like I wanna be 
like him. I took a whole lot of examples and made my 
own conclusion of what a man was supposed to be. And it 
made me much more strong minded even though I made a 

I lot of bad choices according to a lot of people. 
But I have no regrets, no remorse. I know what I do 
before I do it. I love gangbanging. But I'm gonna be a 
great dad for my kids, give 'em everything they need ,even 
if they gotta eat while I starve. My kids come first, I'm 
gonna teach 'em the importance of education and how 
to use money, and to fight and not let anyone push 'em 
around. I want my son to be proud and say this is my dad, 
very proudly. 

-Sergio 

From The Beat: It's hard growing up without a dad, but that makes you stn 
even more stronger person. That should give you a more determination 
and motivation to be successful. We're glad to hear you say that you 
vtsknnsk be the best dad for your kids, but you still have to stop getting 
in trouble. And even though you have made some bad choices you just 
have to learn from them. 
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Rest In Peace 



I Kesi in peace \ 

■ Weezy Lil Purp Laron KO LC Ronnie,. Zo Muk-muk 
Candle Birdman, Lil Flip, Chris I wish all y'all a better 
life and I'm gonna stay looking at your pictures in the 
obituary for memories. The last people I want to say rest 

I in peace to is JJ and Whoday. Rest in Peace 
-Mat 

From The Beat: That's a lot of grief to bear for someone who isn't even 
1 8 yet. How do you deal with the stress, and with missing the people 
you've lost. Do you have people you can talk to when things get bad? 



Tn My Lil Brother 



This go to my Lil' Brother. I hope he keeps his head up 
and stay the solidest. He made some correctable mistakes 
remember that. The reason I'm in here is for a warrant so 
I should be out soon. But let me get to the point and I 
picked through like 10 Beats and ripped out his pieces. 
Damn, he smart forget about the streets 'cause ain't we 
in it for the money? 

Well I'm gonna start my own legitimate business and 
I want him to come work wit me. It's hard to write him 
while I'm in jail and he on the outs trying to survive but 
I'm gonna try. You right we don't have to prove ourselves 
to nobody except someone like a judge, PO, mom, etc. I 
hope he stay solid and keep his mind set because that's 
the only thing a man can't get stolen or took, but could 
lose. 

-Rony 

From The Beat: We couldn't of said it better ourselves. You nobody can 
take your mind away. That^ all you have, and that alone is the most 
powerful tool stny of u% can u%e. You're smart too. We hope that you and 
your brother could put both of your powerful minds together and create 
your business and be successful. 
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Means a lot 
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Being grateful means a lot to me being a child of God. I 
know that I'm blessed to still be here and that's what I'm 
grateful for. I understand that God has a plan for me and 
I just have to receive it. 

I've been through a lot in 17 years and I feel like I have 
had numerous opportunities with God and I can say I'm a 
walking testimony. 

-Ezell 

From The Beat: What kind of plans do you think God has in stored for 
I you? What icind of opportunities do you speaic about? 



With M) Heart 
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When I close my eyes I'm scared to dream 

When I think of my daughter my heart skips a beat 

In the middle of the night my soul climbs out of my body 

and travels to watch my baby girl sleep 

Her smile sing a song of tones so sweet 

Life couldn't be real without pride and joy 

But to hide my emotions I made a choice 

I want to go home to hold my heart 

Go to school and make choices that's smart 

God is the only one that will make these thoughts and I 

depart. 

-Yanka 

From The Beat: We know things in this world can make a man^ thoughts 
so mean/But don't be scared to dream/ nightmares isn't all what they 
seem/in her world your daughter crown you king/and one day her heart 
is going to sing/ivhen you marry her off to a young man through a ring/ 
Through your daughter God has given you true joy/ So get up out of 
there, be a father to your daughter And stop playing with life sk% if it 
was a toy! We're out boy, boy. 
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M) Music 



The thing I like about the music I listen to is that it's 
hood. During the songs, when they be rapping I get juiced 
because they be talking about the real stuff that I could 
relate to. I don't really know what I could tell an OG what 
I like about the music. 

I just like it. I like gangsta rap. Well that's all for now, 
peace out. The hood stuff I'm talking about is like when 
they talk about busting that thing, and screwing women. 
Well that's it. 

-Marcus 

From The Beat: When it comes to gangster music and to quote you, 
" they be talking about real stuff I can relate to". Can you be more 
specific? Have you actually did most of the things rappers talk about or 
do you know about these kinds of activities and events through other 
experiences? 
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I'm too solid to break the life I'm living is real 

So I can never be fake 

The life on the block is grimey and I love it 

It's always hot on the block but I still post on the oven 

Purple run through my veins 

Pop 2, 3 pills can't feel no pain 

Smacking the four 15's 

Hope I make it through my teens 

Ninjas acting so lame 

Time to play with they game 

They gone end up on a picture frame. 

-Nacho 

From The Beat: You're too solid that you break right through that cell 
wall of yours huh? You're too solid that bullets aint gonna penetrate 
your skin. They're just gonna bounce off huh? You're too solid that 
nothing's ever gonna happen to you. it's your life, you'll learn. You aint 
invincible or untouchable, shhh happens and you can't get away with 
everything. 
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My baby going to have the best of both worlds - a mom 
and a daddy because I only have a Dad, no mom, but my 
grandma. And I don't know how to love right, and my girl 
say I don't love her, but I do. But I don't know how to 
show it. I buy her stuff like goods and give her money 
when she need it and I bought her some earrings that 
cost 205 dollars. 

But I think it's because I never had a mom. I do stuff 
for her I would never do for another girl but I don't know 
because I really love her and she love me hella much she 
kind of know I love her but she don't really know. She 
have my baby soon. 

-Jd 

From The Beat: You have to learn how to show your love to your girl, 
especially if you really do love her. 'Cause if you can't express your 
positive emotions, then how else are you gonna do them. But don't 
be shy also. 'Cause we see dudes actin' like they don't love their girl 
because that would be messing up your reputation sk% a tough guy. Just 
do what you do you should be grown enough to know what's right and 
what^ wrong. 



Who's The Real Criminal 



Who's the real criminal? I mean come on dude, we got 
gangs and so does Uncle Sam. I mean the only difference 
between our gangs and you is there are more minorities 
in ours. 

Your gangs such as the army and law enforcement 
and America do the same thing as we do. It's all one big 
hypocritical system. 

We retaliate when the rival take something America 
the army and law enforcement does the same thing. Look 
at 9-11 ...! We went half way around the world to kill and 
get killed because some one blew up the World Trade 
Center. It's only obvious, man they corrupt. 

Think about that. 

-Family S 

From The Beat: You're right to see the hypocrisy in a lot of our legal 
system, and government. But iwith insights and intelligence like this, 
why are you wasting your time and your mind behind bars? Don't say 
"you're just sk% bad sk% we are" ... instead, find a way to be BETTER... to i 
fight for freedom, instead of just fighting your brothers. I 



^ 



Four Years of Looiieil Up Birthdays \ 

I can't remember the last birthday I had in the outs. 
Through four years of my life I've had my birthday locked 
up. All I wanted to do for my birthday is hang with my 
homies and kick it with my family. 

-Vietnamese 

From The Beat: We're sorry you've had to miss so many birthdays in a 
row! We hope there^ never a fifth. 



My Life Plan 



Well I was sitting down in my cell thinking about what my 
life plans are and what I want to do with my life. Besides, 
letting life just pass me by. Well, what made me start 
thinking about this was my age. I'm already 17 years old 
and I'm still behind in school with credits, which means 
I've been letting my life pass me by. 

So I started to think what's my life plan. Well it start 
Like this: graduate from 12th grade wit my High School 
Diploma and get a job and have a family and have my own 
business. 

-J-Money 

From The Beat: Those are all some pretty reachable goals. All you 
have to do is stay focused and not let anything get in your way of 
accomplishing your goals. It^ good that you're starting to think about 
what you want to do in life. 
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Real Life 



My heart is warm but my mind is cold 

No lie fear is something a real man will never expose 

No Fm not a female but I powder my nose 

The day I got put on, there was blood all over my clothes 

I stood over a body that I didn't know 

And watched him cover up blood gushing holes 

Did I do the right thing no it was astonishing but wrong 

I didn't want to have any parts of it but I got a daughter 

at home. 

-Lil' Kt 

From The Beat: What does having a daughter at home got to do with 
standing over a body with gushing holes? Is that real life for you? What 
if you were the man on the ground and somebody else on top saying 
what you saying? Would that make any %en%e at all? Think about it. Life 
is real, real people die, real people try to live just like you. We don't see 
what killing has to do with living. 



Bringing It Bacii 



What's wit' The Beat this your boy Young Purp back at it 
again trying bring it back one time. I wish I can go back in 
time to a couple years ago in 2002 when Enrique Devers 
aka Greedy died for real that's my ninja. Then in 2003 
James Jackson aka Jay Jay got killed. It was like a hard 
burden for me to carry. Jay he was that ninja stayed saucy 
and had hella girls. He put it down for his young ninjas. 

Then in 2004 Da'von Levingston died we missing 
man. One of the youngest of the squad did his thing and 
made the people remember him. 

2005 Nik Nik and Nadawn also died, the ladies of the 
jets. 

Stayed in hella lady Akademik. We see ya'U baby 2006 
Wendel Stevenson aka Weezy F. Mac you still shinning on 
haters.. 

You're gone but, they still hating on you. 

2007 Billy, Jackie, D Scrilla we miss ya'U on the mob. 
Scrilla we out here tripping for ya'U man. 

2008 Li'l D it's the team that's still there for you we 
still standing strong. Rest in peace to my ninjas we miss 
ya'U and rest in peace to the ones who I ain't got ya'U, 
ain't forgotten shhh just too real. 

-Young Purp 

From The Beat: It^ amazing to read this list - so much talent, heart, 
love, that was wasted in this so-called game. It seems like so far, you 
are one of the luclcy ones. You've been given another chance. What is 
your plan? Are you going to take that chance? 



Thoughts On Fathers 



I think that the reason there are a lot of great fathers in 
the world is because how some of the young men have 
been raised. The integrity of the good fathers came from 
their childhood. It's like the worst your father was when 
you were younger, the better of a father you will be to 
your children. The ones who grew up without a father or 
father figure in their life turned to the best of parents. 

It's like when you didn't have something when you 
were a kid or I you didn't get to enjoy your childhood, 
you make sure that your son or daughter live their life to 
the fullest. You make sure that they get to do everything 
that you didn't get a change to do. That's what makes a 
perfect parents when they are able to support or take care 
of their kid and give them everything they ever wanted 
and that you never had. 

-Stewy Sr., Alameda 

From The Beat: Interesting insight. You are right for many, and sadly 
wrong too, given many young men simply do not have the tools to love 
and teach a child, their child. 
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Through Thick And Thin 
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Being locked up is so hard on me. 

Separated from all of my family. 

I hate being behind a locked door 

Something I've never experienced before. 

I know you guys are always there. 

I know you all truly care. 

Through thick and thin. 

I'll never put you through this again. 

Your words of encouragement are all I need. 

Those words are what I feed. 

Through thick and thin 

I'll never put you through this again 

I know you guys are always there 

I know you guys truly care. 

You know I love you all. 

And I know your there when I fall. 

I'll never put you through this again. 

-Dylon 

From The Beat: We hope that last line is true - because juvy is no place 
to be. Have you come up with a plan for how you want to live your life 
when you get out? 
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Ynu Get Tn See Snniight 



Sup Beat. This Lil' Fred I'm finally at camp man. It's way 
better than the hall, get rec all day and get to see sunlight. 
I ain't gon' run. I'm gonna do my program. 

I seen people run and they ask me to run with them 
but I said no. I thought about it ...but my gut told me no. 
My mom said I need to man up so I'm gonna knock this 
time out. 

RIP Doody 

-Lil Fred 

From The Beat: Sounds like you've got a smart "gut." Are there other 
times when following your instincts led you away from trouble? 



Birthdays 
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What's up Beat? It's your homeboy Dopey from Hayward 
I just want to write about the birthdays I've missed. I 
missed my baby sister's 11th birthdays. 

Then I locked up for my birthday, and I missed my 
mom's B-day because I had to handle some business at 
camp. I have been missing my birthdays. | 

I'm gonnna be out soon, and hopefully I stay out. I 

-Dopey 

The Beat Within: "Hopefully I stay out," you say... but then in the next 
breath it's "stay true to the game." The game is a traitor, it won't be 
true to you, or your homies, or your loved ones. TV-ying to stay true to 
something that won't stay true to you would just make you a sucka. ■ 



Best Birthday: 17 



My best birthday was the day I turned 17. 1 did everything 
I possibly could in one day with all my potnas. 

My birthday was on thanksgiving this year --. I rented 
a Chrysler 300 and then I went to San Francisco to shop. 
I ate food all day. 

Me and all my potnas hooked up with hella females 
and went everywhere, and at the end of the night we went 
to the movies, and then we went to this restaurant and 
had hella fun. 

After all that we drove everywhere until we got tired 
and every body spent the night at my house. 

-Young Teddy 

From The Beat: That does sound like a good birthday - it makes u% want 
to know more. Like: What restaurant did you go to? Where did you 
shop? What movie did you see? 
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Locked up for Family Birthdays \ [ 



One of the regretful moments of my life is that I had to 
be lock up on my mom and sister's birthday. And through 
all my mama's birthday, I never miss one birthday even 
when she was in the program for three years and I never 
miss none of my lil' sister's birthday. 

But it ain't really nothing you could do when you lock 
up. That's why I regret the crime I did and being in here 
'cause it hurt me that I can't spend time with my momma 
or sister on their special day. 

-Lil' Charlie 

From The Beat: We're sorry you have to be separated from two people 
you love - but we're also glad that you have that love there. Because 
that love is what will tie you to your best self, and help you stay away 
from the BS that got you locked up. 
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Each and every night I'm slowly losing my mind. 

Plus the judge talking bout givin me more time. 

I'm away from civilization in a place like hell, 

the food is nasty, the clothes suck I'm talking 'bout jail. 

I got better things to do like go to school, 

but I'd rather hang on and act a fool but my attitude 

change 

when I'm in the court room. This Shhh is real 

I don't play no games but my pretty boy looks make you 

think again. 

Think about yo' life don't screw it up 

'cause the outcome can be really messed up. 

-Lil' Seag 

From The Beat: What more can we say, you know, you're living this 
pain, we can only hope you will rise up and take charge of your life. 



Wai(iflo Up To These White Wails 

Lately I've been waking up in here mad because I dream 
about the outs. I dream about my friends and family. It 
ain't cool thinking about your family and friends and 
having a good time then you wake up and see white 
walls, a metal toilet, a mirror, and that same desk every 
morning. I mean be serious rough who really wanna do 
this everyday. It ain't cool dreaming about shhh you 
should be doing on the outs. 

-Fat B 

From The Beat: You're right it ain't cool waking up like that. But if your 
dreams is to be out there with your family and friends having fun then 
stop getting in trouble. If you don't get in trouble then you don't get 
locked up. It^ not like you're locked up for no reason. You got yourself 
in there and it's gonna be up to you to stay out of these kind of places. 



Better Days 



As I sit here in this jail cell 

wishing I was in the county jail. 

So that I can get out on bail. 

It's no fun sitting in this four walls, 

toilet bowl and sink daycare cell 

I got stress falling on me like hail. 

Praying every night, hoping my family is safe and sound. 

Hoping my life style won't end me up dead or prison 

bounce. 

I live the fast life for the quick cash. 

And on the outs I'm always quick to flash. 

Because you ain't able to make that quick last dash. 

I'm going crazy in this juvy cell .. I feel like I'm in hell. 

-Dopey 

From The Beat: That quick cash isn't doing anything for you is it - maybe 
it's your lifestyle you need to change. Because, like you say, what you've 
been doing has you feeling like you are in hell! 
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Leaving Soon. 
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Well yeah, yesterday I called my P.O and he told me that 
I should be leaving this week or the beginning of the next 
week, and I'll be going to Nevada to go pimp this R.O.P 
thing so I could hurry up and get back to the turf. 

So yeah I cut my hair yesterday 'cause I have to go to 
ROP and that's one of the three rules, but damn I'm hella 
mad I cut my shhh! It was long too! But forgit it. I was 
going to have to cut it anyways... and anyways it's only 
hair. I'll grow it back. 

But yeah anyways I'm gonna cut this one short but to 
all locked up and in placements, pimp that shhh and get 
out. To those that couldn't get another chance and got 
sent to the Y or to the pen, I'm going to see you when we 
touch down. So stay safe, sane and solid. 

-Lil' Box 

From The Beat: That's a good way to look at it: It's only hair, and it 
will grow back. And taking another step towards freedom is the most 
important thing. But when you get out, what will you do to KEEP that 
freedom? How will you deal with all the drama that waits for you on 
the turf? 



Wiiat's Driving Me Crazy 



The fact that I been in jail for 8 months now and I still 
got plenty of time to go and I ain't talking about months 
I'm talking about years. I can't smoke me no weed. I can't 
have me a drank when I want and I ain't had no sex in too 
many months. It's hard time right now. 

-ABCG Keith 

From The Beat: Yes, we feel you. It is hard time. If someone else were to 
ask your advice in this situation, is there anything you could %«y that 
might help them? 
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Things that drive me crazy 

Man it's freaking amazing 

All the things that I go through 

People getting on my nerves -- maybe even you 

A struggle that gets tougher each day 

It's the f-up system I say 

Seeing a women and a black man run for president 

Got them going insane 

Shhh but you cant blame them 'cause it's time ya 

change 

Trying to get a sport scholarship to get out the hood 

Everything that glitter ain't gold 

And being in the hood ain't always good 

You rob somebody and glorified the life 

What about that person and his wife 

Being without the one they care and love know 

Shhh gets hectic and hard to talk about 

Cousins committing suicide 

Investigations going homicide 

Man shhh ain't right 

Lil bra doing crack 

Man this shhh get hard swallow 

While a women like me trying be America's Next top 

Model 

Follow where I'm going with this one 

Kiss them, dis them, but this one is going 

To be the baddest all day. 

Free me is what they say. 

-Da Baddest 

From The Beat: All we can say is that you should set your sights way 
higher than America^ Next Top Model. It^ not that different being a 
piece of meat for TV and being a piece of meat out on the streets. What 
makes you special? Is it the pretty face or body? Or is it the mind, the 
thoughts, the poetry of the woman inside! 
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Why There's Violence 
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Hi my name is Terrance and I'm from Oakland where a 
lot of violence and drug is attracted and a lot of crimes 
has been committed there. I still live and grew up in the 
projects. Mine is one of the hoods in Oakland that has a 
lot of violence because it's people funking. 

Some person might of snitched on the next person, 
or they got in a argument and they shot them and the 
other person lived, or even they got in a dice game and 
was playing around with the others person's money. 

But people in Oakland are stupid like that ...and 
the reason why people sell drugs or commit crimes like 
robbing or stealing is because some people are poor and 
they don't have a place to live, and got to take care of 
them selves -- or some people just want to hang out and 
do what other people do because they think it's cool. 

-Terrance 

From The Beat: Good reporting, Terrance. Would you say it^ more people 
committing crimes because they need to, or because they think it's cool? 
Would you say it^ like half and half? Also - do you see stny examples 
around you of people who found other ways to succeed? Or is everyone 
you know in the same situation? 



My Life 

I'm going to write about what's going on in my life, so 
here it goes. When I was about fourteen I had cut my leg 
to the bone when I fell through a window. 

And when I was fifteen I got shot with some other 
friends and one got killed RIP-Druw we were on our 
way to a party and all of a sudden some people started 
shooting.. 

Some people say it was a drive-by and some say it 
wasn't I really don't know what happened. Half my life 
I've been shot at because I got a lot of haters everywhere. 
I don't know why it's like that but it is how it is. 

When I went broke I had to get it in the wrong way and 
sometimes I don't like doing it that way because I hurt a 
lot of people. If you think about it I kind of had a rough 
life ,so I hope you don't have a life like me. 

Now I'm in camp for a gun charge I been in here since 
2/27/08 and only got five months left. Well that's all I got 
to say about my life. 

-Lil' Rell 

From The Beat: This life story is hella deep. Yeah, it's been rough so far, 
but the fact that you stepped up to the challenge of writing about it 
shows that this life also taught you heart. Where did that come from? 
Family, friends... lessons you've been teaching yourself? 



What Reporters Don't Know 

My name is Cory, I'm from Hay ward. Where I'm from 
shhh happens, but it's not as dangerous compared to 
other areas in the bay. But shhh still be going on. 

What reporters don't know is some people have to 
blast someone in order to survive. 

Some one who grinds, he needs to get money for his 
baby or needs to pay his rent. 

You also got people who bangs or is in a clique is born 
into it because of their family. 

And there are people who do shh because of video 
games, movies, and especially music videos. There are 
others which do things for or because of their friends. 

When I go out I always carry my pocket knife in case 
I run into any gang because they might think I bang. 

-Cory 

From The Beat: if more people understood the dangers of the hood, and 
the ways people feel they have to do crime to support their family, do 
you think that the government could come up with better solutions to 
help the hood? And what kinds of solutions do you think might help? 
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What's up Beat Within? I am a new writer, writing from 
the Hall in Alameda County. 

Life was good for the first 11 years before I moved 
to live with my dad in Washington State. I started doing 
drugs and shoplifting all the time. My dad finally kicked 
me out and I ended up back in Hayward to live with my 
uncle. 

But I still couldn't hang or focus on school. I was 
doing meth again and my friends got me to start doing 
coke. I started not going home and I think I even got my 
girl pregnant. She means everything to me so I kinda 
hope she isn't, but at the same time I hope she is. 

Maybe if I have a kid I will straighten up and be a 
better father than my dad was. Like they say anyone can 
be a dad but it takes a real man to be a father. So later for 
now. Beat. 

-Ron 

From The Beat: Welcome to The Beat! And thanks for sharing your story. 
Meth and coke are some of the most powerful addictive substances out 
there... so if you really want to make it work, are you going to a. hook 
up with a recovery program and b. get some new friends who don't 



Don't Take Yoorself Away 



What's up Beat this Snowman from Hayward. I want to 
talk about my second patna that killed himself Corleone. 
He was from Hayward too. 

I was in a group home when it happened. When I found 
out I ran to go to the funeral. 

It feels bad to lose a patna youngstas. Don't take 
yourself away it's not going to hurt it's going to hurt your 
family and friends. RIP Corleone. 

-Snowman 

From The Beat: Wow, there must have been a lot of pain and hurt at that 
funeral. Were a lot of people asking themselves "Why"? Were you trying 
to figure out "Why" sk% well? Did it come sk% a complete surprise? 



Scared 



I'm scared because I don't want life to pass me by. 

It's going so fast 

that it seems like it's not possible to see it with my 

naked eye. 

I try to move along with it but I get stuck in a rut with no 

strength. 
I wish my life would just fiow like water from a river, it'll 

just go. 

Free from all conflict, so pure that spit wouldn't 

deteriorate it. 

-Qualo 

From The Beat: You are what you make your life, get on the page that 
you want to be on, so the opportunities you want to see happen will. 
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The same clothes the same style! 

Pink and blue, a little white there. I'm wearing the 
same color everyday, only thing I can change is my hair! 
Damn its funny how I'm complaining now, but before on 
the outs I would actually never care! 

Damn... it's crazy. Now I'm caught again in my worst 
nightmare! Tomorrow I'm outta here, best believe, I ain't 
gonna speak or even think about these walls, so I'm out. 
Hope to see you again but this time on the outs! 

-Ceecee 

From The Beat: Good luck out there - stay away from those negative 
influences and keep us posted on hoiv you're doing! 
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I Want To Do 



What's up with The Beat? Man these three weeks have 
been long. When you are locked up. All you can think 
about is your family, friends, and your girl. 

But all I can do is think about is seeing my baby's 
mother and family, well the little that I have. 

My dad have been here acting funny, my mom has 
been doing bad. All I can do is pray for them, also since I 
been here I had an epiphany of my life: The only thing I 
want to do when I get out is get a job and take care of my 
family and son. 

I hope when I get out I can get on the right track. As 
someone told me "Turn right and keep straight." That's 
what I say to my self when things in my life get bad and 
dark. 

You know it ain't always good, but you got to find the 
good to take away the bad, so until next time Beat. 

-Young Cell 

From The Beat: As much stress sk% you are under, this is still a positive 
piece, it feels like it was written by the best side of you - the one 
who wants to man up and make his life better. Do you have mentors/ 
programs iwho can help you get that job iwhen you are released? 



In M) loom 
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Sitting in my room I sit on my bed and my walls sing this 
stupid tune. The rooms are getting smaller the walls are 
playing tricks on me. 

From The Beat: Sounds like being in your room is definitely messing 
with your mind. Is there skn adult you trust in the hall who you can talk 
with? Like a therapist? 



Fake to Real 
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Man ninjas is fake. 

hey say they yo' ninja but they the one you can't 
trust. They the one you put all your trust i! 

Damn and my uncle told me that real men don't cry 
but I found out that was a lie when my sister died. Damn 
and my brother Drew and my cousin Burger but damn 
my very own brother died in my arms and not to later my 
sister got killed accidentally. 

Rest in Peace- Tanika, Drew, Burger. 

-Clay-Dizzle 

From The Beat: We think it actually takes a real man to cry - a real man 
who isn't afraid of real feeling, or of expressing his love and grief and 
still being able to honor the people that matter in his life! 



How I'm Doiflo 

What's up Beat. This Linh from Camp Sweeney. It's a 
June and today is hot! How I'm doing? I just been goin' 
home every weekend. Friday till Mondays. Yup. So that's 
cool. I go home chill with lie my cousins. When I go on 
the HV thing it makes you want to do a good program 
because you want to see your family. 

Yup. I been here five months. I might get out late, 
hopefully I do. I've been doing a good program lately. At 
first I was messing up then when my PO said that I can 
get out in late June. I started joining a lot of programs and 
now I'm gold for that's the second highest badge. Cause 
I can't touch platinum. It's good though. I'm out though. 
Late. 

-Linh 

From The Beat: What's it like being home? Do you get along better with 
your family than you did before getting locked up? And sk% for programs, 
are any of them giving you ideas for what to do on the outs when you 
are finally fully free? 



To All People Who Keep Golog To Jail 

To all people who keep going to jail (like me): 

It ain't cool. Like me I know y'all like having your 

freedom and y'all don't like being told what to do by staff, 

and y'all don't like the food. 

So stop going to jail! But for some people it's not easy 

to stop. But if you use your mind and think about what 

you do before you do it, it can keep you free. 

But like me if you want to keep stuff that can have 

you in jail and every time you do it you keep getting away. 

Every time you get away it's another chance from God 

telling you to stop doing what you doing ...but if you keep 

doing it your chances is gonna run out! 

And you are gonna think, "Something told me to 

stop. I should of been thinking" 

-Rio 

From The Beat: Is this what happened to you? You got all those chances 
and then finally they ran out? Although when you think about it, your 
chances didn't really run out, because you will 
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Declslofls 



My decisions is what got me put in this place and what 
got me not wanting to be here ...but I have to fix myself 
to show that I'm ready to go home and do all the right 
things, because I shouldn't be here. 

But since my name is Solid, I'ma try to keep it that 
way. I'm gonna stay like that till the death of me and 
that's a decision I made but I think I made a good new 
one which is to improve and enhance my circle (friends) 
to some more positive ones 'cause the ones I had wasn't 
completely at fault but they ain't cool. 

So on the day of June 10, 90-June 20,08 my 18yrs 
of age 2 day I feel I have gotten more wise, or so I feel 
'cause this street life ain't no joke ... and to everyone 
in the streets calm down and stay out the way and stay 
positive. 

Happy Birthday to me June 10, 08. 

-Lir Solid 

From The Beat: Happy Birthday, Donte. This is a whole new step for 
you... adulthood with all its responsibilities and also all its dangers and 
privileges. Do you feel ready for it? 



Too Tiomer 



Hi my name is David and I've been coming to the hall 
since '05. I've been here ten times and I'm tired of coming 
to this place. 

Well I mean I guess it's not that bad if you don't got a 
place to go, but me I got a family waiting for me to come 
home. 

My main problem is using drugs. If I don't find a way 
to stop, I'll end up dead or in prison and I don't want to 
do drugs anymore... but it's so hard to stop 'cause all my 
so-called friends use. So not only must I find new friends, 
but friends that will help with my recovery and ones that 
do positive things. 

I would like to do some sort of work to help the 
community some volunteer work 'cause if I don't keep 
busy I'll start to slide back ...which I don't want to do. I 
wanna be happy with my life and with the choices I make 
'cause I know what I must do in order to do good -- which 
is stay away from drugs. 

That's what's been on my mind. 

-David 

From The Beat: We hope you do find people that can support you in your 
recovery. The fact that you recognize the "so-called" side of your friends 
is a good sign. Once you get that support, it will be a lot easier to get 
back to the life you ivant. Peace. 
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No Positive Teenagers 
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In my hood its full of hitters, dope dealers, knocks, 
hoppers, and them hating ass cheese eaters. 

I been around all of this all of my life. It is very few 
positive people in my hood, but they don't be outside, it 
is no positive teenagers. My first time I saw a gun I was 
like four or five and it was under a mattress at my house 
in Richmond. 

My uncle used to sell drugs with his friends across 
the street from my house in Oakland when I was little. 
I got three friends and my cousin that was. RIP Raym, 
Mebee, Meech, Keese. 

-Dirty D 

From The Beat: It's a blessing that you are still alive and still have your 
mental state together, given everything you've %een and been through. 
Do you have hopes that you can get away from this negativity? And if 
so, how do you plan to do it? 



Keep to' Head Up 
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What's up Beat, this yo' boy Lil' Tay once again, just 
writing to tell anybody that's reading this right now... if 
you going through it right now, just pray to God and keep 
yo' head up, 'cause this right here not even the shhh. 

I know you might feel like going skits, but try to hold 
one for one more day. I been in this g-thang for 8 months 
and I feel like going skits everyday. Just do you and not 
the next. 

-Tay Baby 

From The Beat: Right on for stepping up and sending a message of 
support and hope for all your fellow detainees. And keep doing what 
you do to keep your mentality straight. 



Having Your Freedom 
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To me, having my freedom is very important because 
just being home with my mom and brothers and the 
atmosphere of being out is something I'm going to 
appreciate and value by trying to be successful. 

I'll be the man I say I am, because it's people still 
today that is doing 25 years to life, 15 years to life. There 
are people who is doing death row sentences. So by 
thinkin' bout the lives that are going to pass behind these 
prison walls, I choose to have my freedom. 

-Jerald 

From The Beat: That's a good choice man. The best way to appreciate 
your freedom is to take advantage of it, not take it for granted. So 
many people, like you said, have spent their lives behind bars, and you 
know you don't want to be one of them. We know you can be successful 
if you choose to, you just gotta know it too. 



Life is ilarl 
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What's up Beat. Life is hard. Beat. I've been here for 
almost four months. When I got caught up it was least 
expected. It was more than a month after the shhh 
happened. 

I knew it was wrong when I did it. But what I did was 
expected of me to do it. I wanted to do it at the time. But 
when it was all over I knew I was going to get caught, 
because I had heard there was a camera in front of the 
house. 

When we ran up on the person I was trying to hide my 
face but after I was getting active I wasn't tripping off my 
face. But that's it for me beat. 

-G 

From The Beat: The thing is that since you did get caught, now you can 
just serve that time and move on with your life. Do you think that this 
time has helped you make up your mind not to do wrong the next time 
it's "expected of you?" 
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You got me, yeah Big Sydney, 24 hours 7 days a week. 

I miss you hella much I can't wait to feel yo touch. 

What have we done to get caged in. 

I'm ready to leave I'm tired of staying. 

We gone have a future just have patience you're gonna 

make it. 

Trust in god and praise his name. 

Call on him but not in vain. 

I'm gonna pray too so you not alone. 

Me and you are damn near grown 

we can make it happen all on our own. 

Yo' moms is my moms and Taco is my heart. 

Life is what we need yeah a new start 

Man this jail ain't for us. We need to cut. 

I hate wearing ALACO draws on my butt. 

I'll holla in a min just stay cool 'till then. 

-Sydy Bo 

From The Beat: You piece makes u% feel your determination and the 
force of your will. You are luclcy to have a person you are this connected 
to. It's painful to be so far from the ones you love when you're locked 
up, but it's hard in a different way when you're in the same place. What 
are the most important things for your relationship to stay healthy once 
you are on the outs? 
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Was up beat this be Lil Capy from Oakland still in the 
hall. Well I went to court today, and I beat my case. They 
sending me back to camp. I'm still hella mad because I 
was supposed to get out of camp already. I'm hella mad 
'cause im in here for some dumb stuff. 

But it's coo I'm looking forward to going back to camp 
and be up there with the homies and hopefully I'll get out 
of camp in a couple of weeks. I was supposed to already 
be out. 

I've been in camp since August 7, 2007 and now it 
June 3rd 2008 and I'm still not free. But it's coo I should 
be out pretty soon. 

Well I don't got nothing else to say. To all who know 
me was up with it! Keep it solid. And rest in peace all. 
Well I'm out--I should be in camp by the time ya'U read 
this. 

-Lil Capy 

From The Beat: Congratulations on beating your case and on getting 
out real soon. We haven't heard much from you about your life on the 
outs, but we have appreciated your updates. We are curious about your 
plans when you're at home, got any ideas about how to stay out this 



Just Being Real 



This is Smokey coming from Hayward. I'm gonna be real. 
I think The Beat is stupid it's a waste of rec, and when a 
person from this Beat Within tries to act like she's a staff 
it makes me hella pissed off 'cause we already got staff 
telling us what to do and we don't need anyone else tryna 
act like staff. 

It just makes me hella mad. It makes me wanna plot 
and scheme on these Beat Within people, but I don't care 
'cause I'm out soon. I don't have to deal with this bullshit 
program anywhere. Thank you. 

-Smokey 

From The Beat: You're on the outs by now, but we thank you for your 
honest response to the program. We like that you're being real with u%\ 
And by the way, you are hitting on something that bothers u% too. The 
Beat Within leaders don't want to "act like staff." We prefer active staff 
participation so we don't have to be disciplinarians. But in some cases 
we have to step up and get people in line or we can't run our programs 
effectively. We also like it when the young people get focused and do 
their writing, with occasional quiet conversation. Then we don't have 
to "act like staff." 
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My Uncontrolled Excuses 

I fiend for uncontrolled 

Substances "called" "pow wow" 

Guns and this drug gives 

Me uncontrolled power, 

My uncontrolled mind, forces 

Me to fall into the conduct of crime 

Never scared to jail because life is only free giving time 

Days seem longer sometimes shorter but they're really 

the same 

I keep my head up but society is uncontrolled and hard 

to maintain 

Because of all the harsh things I have done 

My uncontrolled life is hard to explain. 

-Lil' Kt 

From The Beat: First, you have just admitted that you have a drug 
problem. And that^ a good thing admitting that you're addicted to a 
controlled substance that's making you act out of control. Life is already 
hard sk% it is and we all need help to make it. There site a lot of programs 
or there are people that are willing to help you out. Because if you 
keep using that substance that's making you make all those messed 
up choices you're gonna end up doing things that you're either gonna 
regret or find yourself dead, and then after that there ain't no coming 
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What Drives Me Crazy 



What drives me crazy is when they don't give youth 
chances in life. I believe if our neighborhoods have more 
things for youth to do it wouldn't be a high percent of 
juvenile incarceration at juvenile hall at this time. It 
would be less trouble and less crimes in the hoods. 

Females also drive me crazy because they get on my 
nerves. When they don't listen it makes you want to curse 
them out. 

-Major Session 

From The Beat: We like your ideas about giving youth more to do in 
their communities and we'd really like to see this happen. Maybe one 
day you will run for public office and make it happen on a bigger level. 
For now, is there anything local you or your friends, parents, teachers 
or churches can do to start programs like midnight basketball other 
activities so that younger kids don't get messed up in the same stuff you 
did? Maybe keep you on the outs too! 



Ynu Gnt Me Nn Matter What 



Hey girl I was just thinking about you whom my ninja 
left because he just went to the Y and it made me think 
about you going to the Y. But don't trip. I promise on my 
life that you got my support and love no matter what you 
did or will do. I'm on your side and you can believe that. 

You have my heart if you believe me 'cause that's 
me the real me. I pray for you and mama J every night 
and morning 'cause god had blessed us both. I think he 
deserves praise for that 'cause we could have been tried 
as an adult but we weren't. 

So when you get to Ventura Y best believe I'm on the 
first train bus, plane, tcixi, car, shuttle ride there. And I 
will write you as soon as I touch down. I will put money 
on my metro so you will have someone to talk to besides 
them other girls and stuff. 

When you get to Ventura put me on your visit list so 
I can some see you ASAP and put money on your books 
and I'm gonna send you pics of me so you can have 
something to kiss at night. I'll holla later and I love you 
and I'm praying with you and moms. Take care. 

-Sydy Bo 

From The Beat: Hey, we can't print peopled full names and other 
identifying information, so sorry we had to cut up your piece a little. 
You sound very devoted, and we hope the two of you get out and 
live happily every after, on the outs! Are you sk% devoted to your own 
freedom sk% you are to being in touch with your woman? If so, what's 
your plan to get out and stay out? 
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It's 111 Bad 
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Man, everything is driving me crazy. From the food, 
to being in my cell every other minute we not doing 
something. I hate this food so much, every other day I eat 
some made-up stuff in trays. Man I tell you I'm tired of 
this, like I plan on never coming back. 

My cousin Chris he just turned 17. He had to spend 
his birthday in here. No cake, no gifts, no happy birthday. 
Man I feel his pain. I really hate using these phones to 
charge my mom every time I call her. And every time she 
come see me she wastes gas, and you know that pops a 
hole in her pocket. Plus she buys me fourteen dollars 
worth of snacks. Man that's really getting to me. 

I'm supposed to be getting out on the 10th hopefully. 
I start working on the 16th. I'm trying to turn my life 
around and playing football so I could change and won't 
have to come back here. 

The hardest thing to resist is my friends, but I'm just 
going to tell them how jail time is so they wouldn't try to 
do nothing. 

-Baby Rambo 

From The Beat: Sounds like your mom really supports and loves you. 
Remember hoiw hard it is for you and her both when you are in the 
hall. Let that memory help you make good choices in your life on the 
outs so you don't end up in the same place. Your friends might or might 
not change the way they act when they hear about jail. But in the end 
it^ your choice what you do. It^ tough, but a real man makes choices 
that he knoivs are right, and sometimes this isn't in line with what his 
friends want him to do. 



My Hood 



My hood is what the newspaper always describes it to 
be, very violent a lot of drug dealing and a lot of dope 
fiends doing a lot of dumb shhh. 

-g-Weeze 

From The Beat: From your perspective, what would need to happen to 
change things in your hood? 
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I want to know why do ninjas come to jail and be high 
power packing mix with the police, feds and the d.e.a.? 
Ninjas be J cats then they talk all that shhh when they in 
jail but when they get out they be like what's up bro? I 
be like you a fool. 

-Lil' Quis 

From The Beat: Why do you think people act different on the outs than 
they do when locked up? Have you ever been in a situation where you 
acted different than you do u%u9L\\^'i A lot of people act different when 
they're around new people or doing stuff they're not used to. 
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I have been in the hall for hella long. I can't wait until I 
get out. I don't even know while I'm in here I should be at 
home but no I'm in here wit these boosie ninjas that be 
lying everyday about stuff that's getting on my nerves. 

I'm about to go crazy if I don't at least go to another 
unit. These ninjas is ill. I don't know what's happen to 
people these days but this shhh has to stop somewere. 
All the shhh talking, all the nasty food, all the stupid stuff 
has got to go somewhere else because it's bothering me 
really, and I can't take it anymore. 

-Boo Nasty 

From The Beat: We are really glad to hear your true feelings and that 
you're writing about your own experience. Sounds like your unit is a 
messed up place to be. Why do you think yours is so bad? Or would any 
unit get to you after a while? If someone else was being driven crazy 
by their unit is there anything you'd tell them that might help? Sorry 
we had to cut the last line of your piece. Probably not what you meant, 
but it could be read sk% a threat, and we can't print threats or anything 
incriminating. 
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Crazy 
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What's driving me crazy is being in here for another 
summer. I been coming back and forth here for a minute. 
But I done learned a lot from the choices I made. My game 
than got tighter. So I know that when I get out this time 
Fm gonna go to ROP, pimp that shhh. 

And when I get back out I'm gonna still do my thang 
but some stuff gone change so I won't come back. I know 
the people that care for me be missing me. So I'm gonna 
sit down and do my time so I can get out and shine. 

Most of my people gone still be down but I'm gonna 
make sure everything gone be good when they come 
home. All my ninjas that's reading this keep ya'U head up 
and stay solid. 

-Chippa 

From The Beat: We like the sound of what you're saying. Sounds iiice 
you tired of being in this place. But we'd like to hear more. What have 
you learned from being here? What's gonna change so you won't come 



In This Life Tliat I Live 
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In this life that I live, I constantly hear of people that 

die 
Mothers missin' they child so they cry 

In this life that I live, it drives me crazy 
Steady incarcerated in my room going crazy 

In this life that I live, you got enemies getting shot at 
It ain't cool and my mom's missin' me 

In this life that I live, people comin' at you wit' the steal 
Tryin' to make money and not get killed 

In this live that I live, you got to watch your back 

'Cause yo' enemy is your best friend 

Remember that. 

-Damani 

From The Beat: That might be the life that you've lived, but it doesn't 
have to be the life you live for the rest of it. You're not destined to 
stay where you are, and while it^ really tough to break out of the cycle 
of life you're used to, you know you don't want to keep going the way 
you've been going. 



Wiiy Camp is Beffer 

Camp is better then the hall just for them letting us get a 
home pass to see our parents. In the hall they don't care 
about you or yo' family. I'm glad I'm ghost from the hall. 

My mom be bringin' me food and I be slammin'. I'ma 
make the best out of this situation I'm in and change for 
the better. Least in here I don't gotta be locked up and I 
don't gotta hold my anger in and be locked in a cell. 

-Lil' Fred 

From The Beat: Are you doing programs at camp? What do you do with 
your anger now? How do you express it? 



Crazy 



What's driving me crazy is being incarcerated thinking 
about how I could have prevented being here. What I 
could have done differently like not riding a bike at night 
thizzing I would have been free right now blowing, but 
now I got my mind right so when I get out I'ma get legit. 

-g-Weeze 

From The Beat: What does it mean for you when you %x^ you're gonna 
get legit? How will you keep yourself making good choices when you 
clearly love drugs that are really fun but will make you have really bad 
judgment? Would you be willing to stay clean and sober to make sure 
you get to make the right choices to keep your freedom this time? 



My Bro 
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Man, ain't this lame, I'm sitting in jail, thinking about 
my b-day and my bro because they tryin' to give him some 
time for some J cat shhh. But bro I'm gonna see you when 
I get out, and do your time and don't let your time do you. 
Stay real and hold it down, don't let these weak ass fools 
get to you. I'll write you when I get out, be safe. 

-Lil' Quis 

From The Beat: Sounds like you and your brother are really close. You 

%9iy that when you think about your birthday, that makes you think 

about your brother. Why does that happen? Do you always spend your 

I birthday with him? Give u% more of what you're thinking next time. I 



I Drive Myself Crazy 

Man, everything driving me crazy. What drive me crazy 
the most is myself. It's crazy because when you locked 
up you think about life and how you miss your freedom. 

You just think about what you gonna do when you get 
out. But once you in the outs, you just seem to forget 
how it feel to be behind doors. So you just start doing 
what got you locked up for in the first place. And I'm 
also crazy about everything, I dunno, this shhh is crazy, 
and I'm crazy. But yea, this shhh ain't shhh though. But 
you know, there's better shhh to do than being locked up. 
So much to do in so much time, ain't time to be wasted. 
Time to start stacking and save a lil dough just in case 
you need it. 

So it's time to move on with life. A man gotta do what 
a man gotta do, and that's do his time and move on to a 
better life. 

-Nguyen 

From The Beat: You make a really good point about how esksy it is to 
put something out of your mind, forget unpleasant times like when 
you were locked up and what that was like. It's important, like you 
said, to look to the future, move on, but you're never gonna make the 
changes you need to make if you keep forgetting where you've been, 
the mistakes you've made in the past. You gotta recognize your past to 
make your future. 



Hot A J-Cat 
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I'm not going crazy because I'm just doing my time. I get 
irritated sometimes though 'cause I'm locked up. I just 
write poems, letters, do push ups, or just talk in my vent 
and my time go by hella quick! 

-Lil' O 

From The Beat: Those are some great strategies to help pass the time 
and keep your sanity. We hope it keeps working for you and when you 
get out you keep doing that stuff when you get irritated or angry. They 
don't just work when you're locked up, they can stop you from doing 
stuff you might regret, or might land you back in the hall. 

Tliouglits On Birtiidays 

Let me tell you about birthdays. Sometimes they can be 
the worst days. Sometimes you want to curse the days, 
you think about it in the worst ways. The birthdays you 
think you're going to make it is the days that they'll take 
it. If I could think about the good birthday, I just think 
about the hood most days. Sometimes I want to go out 
and play basketball, but then I feel I'm too small. 

Till then I'll stand tall but might be small, but I'll 
always know I will make it out the hall. And I'll make my 
birthday the best of all. 

-Antonio 

From The Beat: This is a good piece. So what would make your birthday 
the best of all, other than just being in the hood? Who would you 
spend it with - friends, family, or both? You write a few times about 
how you feel small, but in the end you'll get out the hall. We hope when 
you get out you continue to stand tall and find the strength to not end 
up back in the hall. 
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Positive Hood 



In my neighborhood there is a lot going on like shootings 
and gang fights. But that's not all that's in my hood. There 
are friendships, parties, and other positive stuff to do, not 
all negatives. The negative things is what gets noticed by 
the news, and that's why it makes the place we call home 
or our hood look so bad. And that is why people don't 
want to visit it and people look down on these type of 
places. 

-Jabree 

From The Beat: Hey, we feel you. What do you think would need to 
happen to get the news, and others, to see your hood sk% a more three- 
dimensional place, a place where people live deep and meaningful lives, 
with friends and loved ones, not just shootings and gang fights? 
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Reporting From My Hood 

Reporting from my hood is nothing but negativity. 

Shootings, selling drugs, and a lot of bad things. 

My hood is not a place to look up to. 

It's all negativity. 

Every lil ninja got a gun and it ain't no love. 

It didn't used to be like this, but the world has made a 

big change. 

In my hood, all the youngstas doing they thang, 

but the hood got me here and if we don't know you we 

gon' kill you. 

That's how things is, everyday the youngstas on the 

block hustling and getting dough. That's how it is in my 

hood. 

-Damani 

From The Beat: You seem to have a pretty negative view of what your 
hood is like, but you say it didn't used to be this way. Do you mean to 
say it was different when you were younger, or maybe even farther back 
before your were born? The world has changed a lot i 



Birtiidays 



Man I spent like two birthdays in this g thang it was hella 
bootsie having to be told what to do on my b-day I had 
plans but this your I got out a couple weeks before it was 
cool I went to visit the fam bam collected my dough got 
my gifts and kicked back intoxicated myself. I got hella 
phone calls from hella people tryna kick it so I had hella 
people at the tuck spot it was mostly hella females was 
there. You know how I do 'cause you know I'ma mack. 

-King Tomo 

From The Beat: Sounds like you having a rough time in the hall on your 
birthday. Whatcha going to do differently next time to be sure you don't 
have to spend another one locked up? 



LoGi(ed Up 



The main things that drive me crazy is being locked up 
and away from my family and my lady. I can't lie, I shed 
tears for them nights that I think of my family and my 
lady. It hurt to know that I'm treated like an animal. I 
mean, we got to listen to staff, and we got to ask before 
we do things. We got to wait to eat. I'm not going to lie 
because it's true, being locked up makes you crazy. 

I remember when I was in my room and the radio 
was playing a song that reminds me of my family, and it 
also remind me of my lady. It made me cry and it got me 
singing with it. Well, hope I get released soon, got to go. 

-Vtec 

From The Beat: You're not the only one who feels crazy being locked 
up, it's really common. Just look at so many other pieces in this issue. 
You're not alone in feeling crazy, and you're not alone in missing your 
loved ones. Crying can be a great way to let go of that pain, and 
hopefully hold on to your sanity. You just gotta learn to appreciate 
what you have ivhen you have it, not just when you don't. 
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I Don't Care Anymore 
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What's up Beat? 

Being locked up made me realize that I am on my way 
to a group home. Hopefully I get out soon so I can take 
care of my business in the outs because I got a son. I will 
take care of my son when I get out. I love him, take care 
little angel. 

-Ghetto 

From The Beat: We know you can find the strength to not only be 
there and provide for your son, but to find ways to do that without the 
risk of ending up back in the hall. Being there for your son is clearly 
something that's very important to you. The best way to do that is 
to make sure you're physically there with him, and don't keep getting 
taken away from him by the system. 
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Reportiny From My Hood 



Where I'm from, there a lot of crimes. Crimes such as 
robberies, murders, drive-by's and more. The streets 
there are hella close together and houses are hella hella 
small and dummy cheap. It's all separated by color. I was 
walking down tha street with ma boy-friend and his son 
and the bullet pierced right through both of em'. I ran as 
fast as I could... I tried sooooo hard to forget that day, but 
shhh, it forever replays like a never-ending nightmare. 

-Angel 

From The Beat: That must have been so frightening. Was your boyfriend 
or his child killed by the bullet? Were you able to run somewhere where 
you were safe and could call for help? Do you know who committed this 
awful crime? To shoot at a child is one of the most vicious acts we can 
think of. Do you have a trusted adult or counselor who you can talk 
about your painful memories of that awful day? 



Birtiidays 
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I haven't really had a best birthday, but I am hoping I 
don't have to spend my 17th birthday in the hall because I 
would like to be with my family and friends. I am going to 
try and do my program at an out of home placement. I also 
feel bad that my little brother spent his 15th birthday in a 
placement and I haven't seen him in a couple months. 

-Chris 

From The Beat: Being separated from the ones you love on your 
birthday can be tough, and we hope you don't have to spend it in the 
hall. How does it feel to be separated from your brother? Was it harder 
on his birthday? We hope both you and your brother can break the 
cycle and spend every birthday with your family, without fear of being 
locked up. 



Get Myself Prepared 



Reporting from the hood I don't even gotta be on the outs 
to tell that ninjas ain't up to no good. Ninjas nowadays 
live for the negative stuff that go on in the hood, but me 
I'ma overcome all this. I always knew that I would. Read 
the newspaper, negative, news negative. 

I'm glad I'm away from all that now. I gotta get myself 
prepared for when I get back and have no choice to face 
that. People robbing stealing dealing selling crack. Well 
it's simple, I'm not going to surround myself with my old 
clique. They don't care for me. If they did why weren't 
they here for me? I had their backs, but when it comes to 
me, where the love at? Left me stranded. 

Sometimes I just can't understand it, but I'll never 
lose my cool. Keep my head up, I'll manage. 

- New Orleans 

From The Beat: We hear you. it is a strange and upsetting world when 
being in the juvenile hall feels, in some ways, more comfortable/more 
safe, than being on the outs. From your writing, you seem like a solid 
and intelligent person. You have a good plan, in deciding to be with 
people who really care for you, people who, we hope, will support you 
in creating a life where you can stay out of the hall or prison. 
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Being Here 
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What's driving me crazy is being here. I hate this place, 
but I know why I always end up back in here. Every time 
I try to do something right, I always end up doing it the 
wrong way. I can't wait 'till the day I get out. 

Some of the things that drive me crazy is that we do 
the same shhh every day, eat the same nasty food every 
day. One of the things that bother me the most is that 
I'm not used to being told what to do, but in here I have 
to and I just can't wait to get out. All I have left is 2 more 
months of this bullshhh and I'm out. 

-Lir Hs 

From The Beat: You say you keep ending up back in the hail because 
you go about doing what you need to do the wrong way. You've got 
only a matter of weeics until you get out, so now is the best time to 
thinic about how you could do stuff differently next time. If you chose 
the wrong way, what's the right way? If you how to do it right before 
you step foot outside, and follow through, you won't end up back doing 
the same thing in the hall. 



Real Talk; No Lie 

I'm hella irritated!! I've been here for what seems like 
forever. What's driving me crazy is being told what to do. 
It's is starting to overwhelm me! Like, I be in my room 
talking to myself. Ha! Man, that shhh ain't funny dawg, 
straight up. I get time for the smallest things, I can't 
stand bein in that room. I can't eat, barely sleep, I just 
do anything to keep my mind off the fact that I can't do 
a damn thang to change my situation right now. But you 
know what they say: if you can't do the time, don't do the 
crime. I miss my mom hecka much and my little sister. 
I keep havin' flashbacks of all the times we was together 
that be messin' wit' my head, yo, fo' real. When I say 
driving me crazy, I mean man it's hard to explain without 
cussin', but I'll try my best. 

My attention span is sooo short. I just stop thinkin' 
and I wanna flash on everybody, straight up, but I realize 
where I'm at and if I want to leave anytime soon, I gotta 
keep it cute, you feel me?! HAHA, but real talk, hopefully 
I won't be on meds when I leave this thang, 'cause I'm 
buggin' yo, fo' real. Man, I miss my dawgs, but I can't 
communicate with them cause it makes me feel even 
worse about bein' in here. So I don't call and I tell them 
not to write cause how I'm feelin' right now, a couple of 
wrong sentences could get me or somebody else seriously 
injured. So I keep my head in the books and try not to 
look out my window! 

-Riquel 

From The Beat: It may feel like there is nothing you can do to change 
your situation while you're in the hall, but you CAN start making a plan 
for how things are going to change when you get out. We know that 
you are still active in the game, and staying in that game is only going 
to lead to more incarceration, or worse. You may be thinking about 
your crew while you're locked up, but the harsh reality is that life is 
moving on out there without you. We hope that you will u%e this time 
to think hard about ivhether or not retaliation and continuing violence 
and rivalry is really worth it, and whether or not staying in a gang is 
the best path for you. Sometimes the walls you don't see are the ones 
that are really preventing you from being free. 



I'm Just Worried 
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I'm supposed to be getting out this week or next week 
without a doubt. I'm thinking about how it will be in my 
new group home. How the personalities will be. Also, 
how will the house look? I am happy that it is not too 
many people in the group home I'm going to. Only six 
people. Because, in my opinion, I think that the bigger 
group home with more teenagers be messy. Though there 
is a lot of rules to follow. 

When I got interviewed, the lady who came to see me 
said that the school I will go to is an un-public school, 
and also that I will need to wear a uniform, which sucks 
because I have not worn a uniform ever since elementary 
school. She also said when I flrst get to the group home 
I can do nothing for a month. Well, I want to get a job, 
though the only thing is: I don't have my social security 
card, birth certiflcate, or an ID. My mom can get that 
for me, though she might say no, just to be evil, and she 
knows that will hurt me. The school is also year-round. 

The good thing is that we can go ride horses and stuff. 
That will be a new experience to me. So, I am just waiting 
to be set free so I can go to that group home. I am tired of 
looking at these walls. Especially this food because it is 
hella nasty, and they be making the food hella greasy. 

-Karmeisha 

From The Beat: Wow, you covered a lot of ground in your piece! It 
sounds like you have a pretty good attitude about this group home. We 
hope that the other kids are nice and that your adjustment to the new 
school goes well. Hey, it could be the beginning of a whole new chapter 
of your life! Do you ivorry that you might run from the group home? 
Why do you think your mother wouldn't send you your identification 
papers? Maybe your PO or one of the group home counselors can help 
I talk to her and help you find a job. 
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Court IS Driving Me Crazy 

What's good. Beat? This be Dimples again. Well, I about 
to talk about what's driving me crazy. . . I just went to court 
today and they told me that I have to wait until July 1st, 
and it hurts me knowing that I'ma be away from my family. 
That's what's really driving me crazy 'cause I'm not used 
to being away from them. I can't do anything about it but 
do good and hope I get out sooner than my next court 
date. Anyways, it's making me feel like could just break 
through the walls. Well, Beat, I got to go. Later. 

-Dimples 

From The Beat: When you do get out, what's the first thing you're going 
to do? What will you tell your family? Do you think there are things 
you can do to avoid coming back to the hall in the future? 
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Reporting From My Hood 

Near Sacramento there is a town called Oak Park. 
It's very dirty and grimy. 
People struggling with drug addiction. 
A lot of people are on welfare. 
You can see prostitutes from left to right, 
young as ten years old, out there working for their so- 
called boyfriends. 

All you hear over there are gun shots and police cars 
coming past you from left to right. It's a bad area. Just 
be careful where you walk. 

Other than that, you good. Just keep things to 
yourself and you won't have to worry about getting shot 
or getting robbed. 

-Patricia 

From The Beat: What could make things better in this community? More 
jobs, education programs, or simply people changing their ways? What 
could be done to help those young girls, who are only children, who are 
exploited through prostitution? We know you're young, too, but we 
want to hear your thoughts! 




ziMi'UiMkd^ mmsmmm J! ^ /^ / ^ ^ ff 




////// 



Sick On My Birthday 
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This year's birthday I will never forget. I got sick on my 
birthday. I had a cold for two weeks. After my sick, I want 
to jail. 

I never think about I will go to jail. I feel sorry to my 
parents. I made a mistake in my life. Maybe God just give 
me a little help, so God gave me my sick on my birthday. 
He try to tell me I am in trouble. I will never forget my 
birthday. 

-Zung 

From The Beat: Will you forget the lesson that God was trying to give 
you? We hope not, because we don't want you to be spending any 
birthdays locked up! 



My ISth Birthday 



My birthday was on May 29th and it was horrible. I was 
locked up here in YGC. The only highlight was when I 
called my friends house in Oregon. She wasn't there, but 
her mom was there. They said they smoked a peace pipe 
in my name. Sucks I couldn't be there. I tried calling my 
mom but she didn't answer. She was probably at work. 
She can't come visit me because I'm from Oregon and she 
doesn't have the income. 

-No Name 

From The Beat: It's hard enough to be lociced away from your family, but 
it must be even harder to be so far away. How did someone from Oregon 
get in trouble all the say down here? And — more important — what do 
you plan to change so that you're never so far away again? (Oh yeah... 
Happy Birthday!) 



What's driving me crazy is this system and this jailhouse. 
This shhh driving me hella crazy. But like I say, I play the 
game and not let the game play me. But what's good is 
that I'm 'bout to be out. I'ma change and follow directions 
because that's the most important rule. 

-Cez 

From The Beat: We sure hope you keep the promise you make her to 
"follow directions." Even something sk% simple sk% that can mean the 
difference between freedom and imprisonment! What do you mean 
wfhen you say you don't let the game play you? 
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D-loj lid D-girl 

Man, today is June 3. I'm in this max just thinkin' 'bout 
my D-girl, ya dig, and prayin' for the best for her. Hopin' 
she just be coo' and not go to 850. She is smart and 
don't need to be enslaved. She could go to college and be 
someone, ya dig. 

Yeah, but I get my Beats published under D-Low and 
D-Boy, but I just want to let D-Girl know that she got a 
ride-or-die ninja, and to keep her head up. 

-D-Boy 

From The Beat: Well, we hope she doesn't have to go to 850 because 
nobody needs to be enslaved! How 'bout you? When are you going to 
take yourself out of this slave system and be your own man? 



Sue Stipil Shh 
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Up in my 'hood, it's crazy. Ninjas get killed over and over, 
over some stupid shhhh. I know I in the beef, but ninjas 
need to be cool. The ninja I beef with is the ninja I knew 
for years. That's the messed up shhh about it. 

-KMan 

From The Beat: Well, we wish you ivould ivrite a iwhole lot more than 
this! Check out some of the other units' writings, and you'll see how 
lazy these very short pieces look! You could have told u% a lot more 
about why you're beefing with someone you've known for years — and 
whether it% worth losing your freedom over. 
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Going Crazy In This Piace 
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I can't take it in this place. I am going crazy. I am 
seventeen and from Modesto, California. I am not used to 
this life. I have been here for fifteen days and I hate it. I 
am pregnant and I can't take this shhh any more. I can't 
get the lovin' I need in this place. 

Well, Beat, I will be out soon. For all you who gets out 
soon, keep your heads up and believe in yourself. 

-BUa 

From The Beat: Believe in yourself is good advice. Why are you getting 
into trouble so far from home and pregnant? You can't be a mother to 
your child if you put your own desires and actions ahead of her. So, 
when you get out of here, make a real plan not to come back. What 
changes do you see coming in your life? I 



in Tiie Tenderioin 



It's yo' boy, Lil' Rob, just gonna let you know what 
positive thangs I do to my neighborhood. One thing I do is 
when I'm on the block, I be postin' it, making sure when 
the young bucks be walking around in the 'hood, I tell the 
dope fiends to not smoke the shhh, when the lil' young 
bucks is walking through! 

There are many types of Asians live here, and Latins. 
They come from Cambodia, Laos, Viet Nam, Thailand, 
the Philippines. There are lots of Mexicans here, too. 
The Arab people came from Yemen. They run the corner 
stores and supply us with our daily needs, like s wishers 
and drank. 

Well, Beat, that's what I got to say! Until I touch 
down. 

-Lil' Rob 

From The Beat: If you can convince stny of the young ones not to smoke 
and get addicted, you go! Anything you can do to show them that they 
don't need to get into drugs will help - but if you're gonna be with those 
swishers and that drank, you know the young ones will do what you i 
do, not what you say. I 



Eaek Oae leaek Oae 
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Damn! I've just finished a program called "Each One 
Reach one," and I'm kind of glad that I'm over with it 
because them people were getting annoying. I know they 
was trying to help me and all, so I appreciate that. I wrote 
a play about love and loyalty. Loyalty was what caused 
trouble between the two characters. But I'm still keeping 
in touch with my mentor who worked with me. I 

-Wiggims I 

From The Beat: Were you surprised that you could write a play? Did 
anyone in your family get to hear it performed? If so, how did they 
react? How did you feel when you heard actors performing the words ■ 
you wrote? What do you hope that your mentor can help you with? I 



Two More Mnntiis 



TWo more months and I'm out that door to my family, 
female and my ninjas. Time is going by hella slow. I'm 
guessing it's because all I ever do is think about the time 
I'm doing. I have to finish school, get a job and do right. 

This is my first time that I've been locked up this long. 
I just trip 'cause, man, locked up for so long, and all of a 
sudden they send me home! All I do is go to school, eat, 
go to the bathroom, sleep and call staff out their names. 
But these past few weeks I've been doing better. 

So yeah, I'll write to you guys next week. Keep it coo'. 
Late. 

-Eb 

From The Beat: We're glad you've been doing better these last few weeks 
because we want that behavior to spill over into the next few weeks 
and months... and years. You'll have a lot of temptations once you get 
out of here and, if you're sk% smart sk% we think you are, you won't fall for 
the old traps that got you here. Freedom is fragile; don't break it! 
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Birthdays 



X f 



What's good with it? Man, Fm still waitin' to get out. But 
the topic is birthdays, and mine is in two days. June 5th 
a ninja about to be 17. I'm still a young ninja. 

My 16th birthday was the best because that was the 
first one I remembered. What happened was I spent the 
day with my ninja D-Belly and Roo-Roo, (RIP D-Belly). 
Then I drove to Antioch to my ex's house (she a bad-ass 
Lesbian) and she had her girlfriend over. We went to the 
mall. She got my car painted orange and white, two-tone. 

T-Macaroni 

The Beat Within: We're sorry, T-M, but we had to leave your candle out 
of this sweet memory. We're sorry you had to spend your 1 7th birthday 
in here, but happy birthday anyway. 



I I 



Driiini Me Crazy X 

What's up with the Beat, yo? What's drivin' me crazy in 
juvenile hall is the naggin'-ass staff every day trying to 
put ninjas down because they punk asses is frustrated. 
Telling a ninja what to do; telling a ninja what to eat; 
telling a ninja when to take a bath; telling a ninja when 
to go to sleep. 

Anyways, you get the point. This shhh is irritating 
and frustrating. But fo' real, this shhh is buUshhh. This 
shhh gets on my nerves. It's stressing. 

-Ran Horn 

The Beat Within: There is only way to avoid the insanity of juvenile 
hall, and that is to sty out of it. You can hope the system will change, 
but it won't. Only you can change so that this is a part of your past, but 
not a part of your future. 



! I 



Reienleriig My lal 



Man, today is the third day of June, and that marks eight 
months that my dad has been gone from me and my fam. 
This shhh is crazy, like I never would have dreamed that 
my dad would die. I cry myself to sleep most nights. 

It's crazy that I remember that like it was yesterday. 
When my grandma called me and told me my dad was in a 
motorcycle crash, I drove to the hospital. I got there just 
as they pulled him out the ambulance, and he looked bad. 
Thirty minutes later they told me and my uncle he was 
gone. So that's what's driving me crazy. 

RIP Torflrio AKA TAZ. 

-Bigg B 
The Beat Within: We're so sorry you lost your dad such a short time ago! 
But at least you can be grateful for the time that you had him in your 
life. How can you live your life in a way that honors his memory and 
makes him proud of the son he loved? 



Base 



X 



Man I been here for 67 days. This time ain't shhh, it's just 
the fact that these staff decided to make their own job's 
hard. Why the hell they give us time and we already doin' 
time? If the counselor or sorry-ass Peace Officers were 
coo', like some counselors, this time won't be shhh. 

Only thang that drive me crazy is the fact that they 
come here and decide to act like jerks and put us in our 
rooms. When one kid get put on, they don't let him put 
us on when he want to. This all buUshhh just 'cause the 
staff make it that way. Base as hell! But if I get some food 
and eat what I want, it'll be coo'. I want to go to my damn 
program, the Mills. 

-R 

The Beat Within: There's really only one solution for the problem of staff 
who make their jobs and your life harder — and that's not to be here. 
The system is not going to change, even if it should. So, we hope you 
learn some useful things at the Mills to keep you safe and free. 



U 



Jiil Wisi't loi Bad 



\ 



What's up with The Beat? A ninja been locked up in here 
for too long. I even spent my first birthday in jail a couple 
months back, and it really wasn't that bad. I got extra 
phone calls, an extra rec, I had a fat KFC dinner, and a fat 
burrito. But I missed a lot of people's birthdays while I 
been down, including my lil' sister's and nephew's. 

-Lano 

The Beat Within: Are you saying that you found jail better than the hall? 
Are you looking forward to going back? Or, do you have stn alternate 
plan to stay out of all lock-ups? 



Did It IIG 



\ 



What's poppin' with the magic? My Birthday was on 
March 25tli. It was BIG. we was on cloud 200. We had all 
the girls comin' through, hoppin' out on the block doin' it 
real mafia. Later that day we took it to Denny's, ate a big 
breakfast, then got on. After that, we did it all nighty with 
the girls. Woke up an' did it all over. 

-Sheem 

The Beat Within: Sounds like you had a good time. So, why did you risk 
giving up all those girls by putting yourself in a cage with only boys? 



leiember? 



\ 



During spring break, baby, we spent the whole week 

together 

Just me an' you, damn, I'ma love you forever 

Stayin' over, holdin' you through night and day 

I drift away, before I do, just lemme say 

Baby, don't leave, since I'm locked up in here 

Even though these messy charges to me just ain't fair 

Hold on to me, don't let me go 

'Cause what we got together is called "love" 

Ohhh, yeah (lol) 

Okay, I'm bored, tired lightweight 

I love my baby. Always will 

I spent our sorta one year together in here 

I'm hella mad, 'cause, yeah, I don't get to see her 

But next year, I'ma bounce the hell off probation 

And my baby'll have my full attention 

-Teddy Bear 

From The Beat: We wonder why you thinic the charges against you are 
not fair. Is it that you didn't do what they say, or that you think what 
you did should be all right? Should there be stny consequences? Will this 
separation from your "baby" be enough for you to take back control of 
your life so that you never hand away your freedom again? We hope so. 
it's in your hands. 



Piece Of My Mind 

What's good with The Beat? It's that ninja Veil, still in 
this hole. I fln'a write about The Beat changin' our words 
around and makin' us sound like some dumb asses. 
Who the hell be publishing this shhh? Learn how to put 
everything we say in the Beat! 

I'm sick of y'all with these jokes on y'all responses. 
Y'all be talkin' hella shhh just because you know we don't 
know who you is. Y'all need to start showin' us some 
respect, fo' real yo! 

I be writing some lil' smooth shhh and y'all still got 
somethin' to say. But I'm out. Show us some respect and 
stop changin' our words around. Beat. 

-BB 

The Beat Within: Sorry you're feeling disrespected. That^ not what we 
intend when we write our responses. But we do intend to keep it real 
{ik% we see it), so expect to continue reading responses that you don't 
like \sk% well sk% those that you do), because that's just the nature of The 
Beat. We can't put everything everyone writes on these pages, because 
if we did, we'd be kicked out of the system where we're just "guests" 
like you. 



\ 
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Trying To Drive Me Crazy! 

My self is driving me crazy 

My mind is playing with me 

The feelings in my heart killing me 

And everything is 'cause she is not here with me 

To hold me and calm me down 

And bring me back to life 

Just to be me 

And go back to the same shady world 

Full of shady living people 

Just driving me crazy 

Try to discipline me by keeping me in a jail cell 

Forget that! That is not me 

I'm more than this number they've given me by name 

Keeping me from being free is not going to change me 

Please understand me 

Don't try to change me 

Just let the world be 

And keep moving 

Damn, I'm stressing here 

In this shady jail cell that keeping me from being free 

But I just don't regret shhh 

Everything happen for a reason, you feel me? 

Going crazy! 

-Diablito 
The Beat Within: If everything happens for a reason, what is the reason 
you've put yourself bade in this cell that you hate so much? Yes, you 
are more than the number they've given you, but if you keep putting 
yourself behind walls, you will lose your personal identity and become 
just another "inmate." Come on, Diablito, you are worth so much more 
than this! 



Driving Me Crazy 



What drives me crazy in life is how some people ain't 
'bout what they be talkin' 'bout. Man, people say what 
they don't mean when they pop pills, but when that high 
go down, they realize they really suckas. Ha ha ha. I guess 
me and my team the last of a dying breed. Many fools just 
talk about stuff they heard 'bout or make up something 
that you wanna hear. Man, ninjas ain't real. I'm gone, but 
guess what? That ain't what really drive me crazy. 

-G Thang 

From The Beat: The realest people we know are the ones who don't need 
pills OR drank to be who they are. The ones with the courage to walk 
away from the death march of street life and go to school (even if it 
means they get hated on for it), get legit work, and push for a dream. 
Do you have it in you to be one of those people? 



inFrontOfWaipreens, OntiieBiocii 

I miss the block. 

To all ya that don't know, we be in front of Walgreens, 

representing and do what we gotta do. 

I miss the homies posted on the steps. 

I miss the females coming on and off the bus. 

We always on the run from the police, juking and moving 

was the thang to do. 
Was not one day that we weren't money hungry, always on 

our hustle hype. 

The street was the place to be, sippin' on 40s and blowing 

fat blunts. 

Walkin' into Platinum (a smoke shop that sells clothes, 

cigars,) saying "What's up?" 

to the cousins, buying a fit and getting swishers, and, to be 

specific, 

never peach or strawberry, always regular. Smashing 

through with a CTS Caddy, 

ninjas walking up like they trying to be somebody. 

That's it for today. Stay up and keep yo' heads up. 

-Moreno 
From The Beat: Problem ivith this kind of life is that it might seem 
cool in the moment, but Where's it going to get you? What about the 
future? Do you have a plan for how to move forward and off the block 
one day? 




////// 
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Juveniie 
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What up with The Beat, dawg? My first time in Juvenile. 
This shhh is weak as hell. Them staff make a ninja do 24 
hours when you first come in. And you don't know what 
to do. Staff yell at a ninja if he make a mistake. Period. 
This shhh is lame. Anyway, I'm 'bout to get out in a week 
and say deuces to this thang. 

-M Mook 

The Beat Within: If this is your first time and you hate it so much, then 
make it your last time. Since this place is designed to be disagreeable, 
the only way to avoid its effects is to stay out! 



rma Do Tiie Same Tiling 



What's poppin' with The Beat, Man? This ya goon Doddie 
still in this thang waiting to touch down so I can do my 
thang, chu-feel-me? 'Cause YGs never sit down or roll 
over. My goons don't know them tricks. You can lock me 
up, cracker. I'ma get out and do the same thing. Ya dig? 

-Doddie 

The Beat Within: If you continue to be down for the games you play/ 
Then in places like this you're bound to stay/ Putting yourself in the 
control of crackers/ Making money for the systems' stackers/ If you get 
out and do the same thing/ From behind walls you'll again have to 
sing... Ya dig? 



\ 



Driving Me Crazy 

What poppin' wit The Beat, dawg? The thing that drivin 
me crazy is when I goin' get out! My PO supposed to let 
me out this week, dawg. But I just sittin' for hella long 
doing dead time when I could be out chillin' with my fam, 
ya dig. But I in here wit' hella ninjas, listenin' to this 
cracker dawg. This weak as hell and hella stressful. 

-Jiggs 

The Beat Within: What is your PO waiting for before deciding if you're 
going home or not? If this place is all that stressful and such a waste of 
your time, what are you doing here? Can we have confidence that you 
won't be back? 



Peace, Neeze 



RIP to the dead homie Neeze that was may cousin, but 
my dead homie at the same time. Damn, it seems like 
every time I think, he is always on my mind, and that's 
every day. Bra, I know you still lookin' down at me and 
protectin' me, and I know I'm good. 

Ninja, I love you. I'ma always love you. And I'ma hold 
it down for you. But I'm out. I'ma see you when I get there, 
bra. Tell the rest of the homies I said what's up. 

Rest in peace, Neeze. 

-Peanut 

From The Beat: We're very sorry you lost someone so close to you, just 
sk% we're very sorry every week when we read these sad good-byes to 
boys that are far too young to be giving up their lives. Did his death I 
change anything about how you live your life? I 

Being in Here is Driving Me Crazy \ 

Being up in the halls is driving me crazy 'cause the food 
is hella nasty and my room is small. The clothes be too 
small. It gets cold. 

I'm Anna get out some time this week and I'm finna be 
happy as hell. I'm going to grub on some good-ass food. 
I'm going to McDonald's and getting a double quarter- 
pounder with cheese. 

-Stephen 

From The Beat: (Even though you asked u% not to publish this piece, it 
was too good to honor your request... Sorry!) What you're describing is 
the very essence of incarceration — the absence of freedom! We hope 
you are able to remember how "bad" things are inside, so that you wont 
be tempted to do the things that lead you here. 
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Let Me Go Home! 



Hey, Beat. This Bannan. I went to court today, June 3rd. 
They trying to put me in a grouper, but I am eighteen, so 
I think am going to 850. 

I pray to God that they let me go home. I can't do this 
no more. But they can't keep a young hitter in here too 
long. So to all in here and all the units, keep yo' heads 
up. 

-Bannan 

From The Beat: When you pray to go home, is there anything else you 
pray for if you get there? Do you also pray to stop doing the things 
that taice you from home and put you here? This place is lightweight 
compared to what the system has in store if you don't make some real 
changes. Praying to God makes no sense at all if you're also violating J 
God^ laws, which are like his prayers to you. Are you listening? I 



Missifl' My Boy 



I can't want to see you again. I love you. You make my 
heart, soul, and everything in my body melt. Your touch 
gives me chills. I get chills up and down my spine. You 
make me laugh, cry, sing, an' to the Lord, no man can 
make me feel like you do when you are around me. 

-Bannan 

From The Beat: it^ a mystery to u% how two people who claim to love 
each other so much can allow the system to separate them from each 
other. You (both) gave the system all the power it needs to keep you 
from each other, so it appears you love something else even more than 
you love him. What are we missing? 



Why Read A Book? 

What's crackin' with The Beat Within? This yo' boy 
Sopo, ya dig? I don't know 'bouty'all, but it's cracking up 
in here and I'm really feeling this place a little. I'm in here 
tryna kill time by reading hella books... Psych. 

What the hell do I look like reading books? I'm in 
here doing pushups and sit-ups 'cause when I get out 
I'ma beat hella ninjas' ass. So for all y'all out there, get 
ready for me... 

-Sopo 

From The Beat: You asked what you'd look like reading books, and the 
answer is that you'd look intelligent; you'd look like you were thinking 
about your future. Instead, you say you're working on your body so you 
can beat other bodies. Very smart! Don't work on your mind. Let others 
move ahead with their lives. You can beat their sk%%... 



The Caoi Ninja 



What's good with this Beat thang? This the young and 
disrespectful Cam Ninja and yeah, I'm 'bout that action. 
That action means a ninja always finds his way in a 
situation with a lot of action, ya dig. But me being the 
Cam ninja I keep my shhh real, you feel me, like my ninja 
Plies said, Monday through Friday from 8 in the morning 
to 5 in the evening it's some ninja in the court room round 
the country fighting for their lives. 

Y'all know the rest, but shhh, I'm feeling lightweight 
good right now. Just came back from court, a little fitness 
hearing, ya heard, and on my side it's looking good. The 
best way to know that is if the DA gets mad. But I get to 
see the fam and whoever I know that I see at court and 
shhh. 

A ninja got three more days. I'm hoping for the best, 
expecting the worst, but it's around 1700 o'clock every 
time so I'm out till 9 dipset, I'm gone. 

-Young Dunny 

From The Beat: We're glad things seem to be going your way in court, 
and that you may be out of here soon. But whether it's soon or not, 
you still have to make some changes in your life since the system can 
be counted on to act the same way, time after time. You don't belong in 
here. Keep yourself free! 



oy I 
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Birthdays 
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What's up wit The Beat Within? I'm holla at y'all with the 
birthday joints. But check on my birthday, we was doing 
real LND — live An' Direct, ya dig? But me, I was with the 
thugs and we went out to eat and to the movies. Then 
went to go mess with the girls around the way, ya dig? 
But birthdays be poppin' for real. 

-Lil' Cali 

The Beat Within: Besides the fun that we like to have on birthdays, they 
also mark the passing of time, which waits for no one. So we hope you 
get to spend all your birthdays in freedom, and none behind walls! 

I I I 



Chinese 'Hood 

Shootings every day in this 'hood. 

Looting anything in sight. 

Smoking weed but police never got a lead. 

Drinking and never thinking right. 

My future is outta my sight. 

Fighting all day, lighting blunts all night. 

Gambling with all my things 

But in the end I go grab a drink, 

Remy martin is my thing. 

-Goldilocks 

From The Beat: Take a mental picture of where you are, and then connect 
the dots to the things you describe in your 'hood — including the 
drinking. This poem makes u% worried that you might be one of those 
people you described sk% "stupid ninjas" in your other piece. Without 
change, expect more of the same. 



t 



Things Just Aren't Goiflo Riyht 

What's up. Beat? This my first time writing, so I really 
don't know what to write. I'm just gonna talk 'bout being 
in here. 

I've been in here for fifty-two days for some bullshhh. 
I had the right to release forty-nine days ago and my 
charges got dropped. 

My time being in here hasn't been easy. I'm on step 
one and neva made it to step two. No group home will 
accept me because my behavior. I've fought the staff and 
he was in the hospital. He's out now, but has not been 
here, and I might catch another charge. 

I'm missing being on the block, and my girl and my 
sister. Shhh just ain't going right for me right now, and 
moms ain't messing with me right now, so I'ma do what I 
gotta do and try to do better. 

-Big Daddy Page 

From The Beat: When we read that someone is here for "bullshhh," we 
have to ask whether that means you did the BS, or whether the BS is 
the system putting you here. If you don't take responsibility for what 
you did to get here, then you're much more likely to do it again, and 
face the same consequences again. Any sk%%sku\t is serious, but assaulting 
staff also is self-defeating since you are the one who will pay the price. 
Since you're doing the things that are causing your life to be messed up, 
it^ up to you to un-viie%% up your life. Is that part of your future plans? 
(What do you mean when you say your charges were dropped, but you're 
still here?) 



Wrong Place, Wrnnp Time 

What's driving me so crazy is being locked up for a 
crime I didn't even commit... If I would've done the crime, 
I would've done the time. But damn, wakin' up day by day 
wondering when I'ma get out and just be with my girl and 
family. . . 

I just wish I was never at the wrong place at the wrong 
time. 

-Naime 

From The Beat: We know the system makes mistakes, and it's terrible to 
think that a mistake would lead someone to lose their freedom. When 
you say you were at the wrong place at the wrong time, we hope that 
means that you'll be more careful who you hang ivith and ivhere. 
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Not Knowing Is Driving Me Crazy \ [ 

What's driving me crazy is that I do not know when Fm 
getting out. And it's my first time in here for real. I never 
thought I was gonna be in this situation. I don't think 
people know how it is to be locked in behind these hall 
doors. 

Every time I hear the unit door open, I have to get up 
to see who's coming through the door 'cause it might be 
my chance to get out. My chance is soon to come, but I 
don't know how soon, though. Just when I look out my 
cell window I could see the outs. That ain't coo'. That 
makes me think of being out. 

-Israel 

From The Beat: No, there's nothing cool about being here. Since this is 
your first (and LAST) time, can you write us about the things you didn't 
expect, and what you learned from being here? 



TiiG Same Every, Every Day \ 

What's driving me crazy is being in juvenile wondering 
when I am going to get out, and wondering when my 
family is going to visit me. Just wondering, wondering, 
just tiiinking and thinking, that's all. And the same thing 
happening every, every day, and before you know it, you | 
really get bored of this. And before you know it, off a I 
stupid thing you're locked up, you feel me? | 

Wow man, it's not cool to be in here man, for real, I 
don't know how people could go and come back. Ninjas 
be really stupid man. 

-Golditooth 

From The Beat: When you do your "thinking, thinking," we know you're '\ 

thinking about what you have to do so that this is the last time you see I 

the inside of this place. What's your plan so that you don't become one I 

of those who, tragically, keep coming back? I 



I Miss M]f Mom 



X 



I just miss my mom. My mom didn't come and visit me 
yesterday or today, and she could have. They took me 
away from my mom, and they gotta find me a placement. 
I want to go home, but they say I can't go home because I 
didn't go home one night. 

I just miss my mom. My mom wants me home, too, so 
why can't I go home? I have court on the 8th, but I can't 
go home. 

My mom was crying when they arrested me. They 
didn't give me my phone call yesterday, and today we 
don't get phone calls. So I'm not sure she knows I'm still 
up here, or where I am. 

-Olivia 

From The Beat: Well, if your mom was there when they arrested you 
(she was crying, you said), then why doesn't she icnow where you are? 
We hope you get to go home soon, but we hope even more that when 
you get there, you don't do anything that gives the system the power 
to take you away again. Let this be the lesson you learned from so that 
you don't repeat mistakes of the past. 



Wiiat Drives Me Crazy 
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What drives me crazy is wearing the same stuff every 
day, and trying not to mess up so I don't get room time, 
and drinking milk every day. The food makes my stomach 
hurt, and I'm always wondering when the wrong person is 
going to walk through the door and I do something stupid 
to get on DRB. And missing my family, that's what drives 
me crazy. 

-Lil' Kev 

From The Beat: Most of what drives you crazy about being here is stuff 
you have no control over — the clothes, the food, the milk. But "doing 
something stupid" to a perceived "enemy" walking through the door is 
something fully in your power to avoid. We hope you do. 



I I 
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Birtliilairs Witii Famiiy 
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What made my birthday so special was when I can be 
able to look around and I was able to see my whole family. 
I was very young when I had a good birthday like that, but 
now I don't really have a family. All I have is my mom and 
my sister. 

-Gregory 

From The Beat: You say that your mom and your sister are the only 
family you have, but that is more than many other people have. So, we 
hope you treasure what you have, which means we hope you treasure 
your freedom so you can spend another birthday with your family. 



IJ 



Possibility 



My possibility is me going on house arrest. If this 
program do not accept me, or if my auntie lets me. I find 
out on 6/12/08. If I get house arrest, I be chilling and make 
my music. I make hip-hop. 

-P-B 

From The Beat: We'd like to hear some of your hip-hop. We'd also like 
to read a piece from you that says a whole lot more than what this tiny 
little effort says... 



Birtiiday 



Yeah, what's poppin' Beat? This me coming from the max 
m£ix unit. Man, I'm hot. I'm spendin' my 18th birthday 
in this hellhole. This shhh ain't coo'. I'm mad. But this 
time ain't doin' me, I'm doin' this shhh. I'm out to all y'all 
who's Geminis. Happy Birthday. 

-D-R Baby 

From The Beat: On behalf of all Geminis everyivhere, thank you. 



Ready To Go 



What's driving me crazy is my court day. I'm waiting to 
so home. I been here for five months and I'm being patient 
about it. But it's driving me crazy. I'm ready to go, ya dig. 
I just can't wait. 

-Tray 

From The Beat: We can see that you're ready to go. But are you also 
ready to do the things you need to do to hold onto your freedom when 
it comes? in what ways? 



Wliat's Driviog Yoo Crazy? 

Juvenile Hall is driving me crazy. I can't even go to school 
in here for real. I never get to see anyone either, unless 
my moms come see me. I don't eat right in here like I do 
when I'm out. I never sleep comfortably and I know life 
could be a lot better. 

-Nathan 

From The Beat: Why don't you get to go to school? The law requires you 
to have school, so what's going on? What food do you miss the most? 
When you imagine how much better life could be, what part do you see 
yourself playing in making that life a reality? 



Aflotiior Kiliiflo 



I was watching the news 

A killing he didn't choose 

An African-American male got shot 

Died right at the spot 

They said he was gang-affiliated 

A member of a gang that was always hated 

-King Lee 

From The Beat: We're not sure what point you are trying to me with this 
brief flow, but one thing it tells us is that gang life risks losing it all. 
And over what? 



1 
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Visits And Piione Calis Keep Me Cooi ^^i [ 

Being up here in the halls is making me crazy. It's all 
this crappy food and being in my room for hella hours. 
It's hella boring up in here. 

The only thing that keeps me cool and calm is getting 
my visits every once in a while and getting my phone calls 
every night, so I can talk to my girl. When I get out I'm 
going to just be cool for a minute so I won't have to come 
back here. J I 

-Inka \ I 

From The Beat: If it's the boredom and bad food that makes you want to 
"be cool" when you get out of here, then they've served a good purpose. 
Don't forget, though, because if you come back, maybe things aren't bad 



enough here.. 



J I 



Cin't Be Tamel 



Posted on the block 

Always grippin' my stock 

I don't want to turn around 'cause there might be cops 

That crack rock got the block hot 

Now everyone around is wanting a shot 

Dark alleys, friends and guns is what my life is 

Gotta watch my back 'cause I see a car creepin' on to 

nats 

What's up with that 

I throw up thizz 'cause I'm from the Bay 

Where that yay got a home stay 

Females getting raped, ninjas abandoning their families 

Stuff's really a tragedy 

I'm not sayin' this sarcastically 

This is nationally 

From the 'jects to the 3rd world countries 

We gotta come to one 

Or shhh's goin' away, always on the run 

I keep a fat stack of them rocks, dressed in black 

Now I'm creepin' 

All that shhh homie was talkin' 

Now he leakin' 

Abandoned houses used fo' traps 

That's where ninjas really get blasted 

Can't see my face 'cause I got it masked 

Dark tints on the Regal 

Shootin' out the back window 

The shhh ain't for sho 

I can't be tamed 

'Cause I got a game to play 

And I'm not talking charades 

High off life 

-D Boil 

From The Beat: First, we want to urge you to write more legibly. It was 
very difficult to read all your words, so we apologize if we got some 
wrong. Second, there are lines which we could not print because they 
represent threats or boasts of gunplay, which we won't promote in The 
Beat. And third, you may not be able to be tamed, but all that means is 
that you're risking the life of a wild animal in a zoo — except the zoo is 
called a jail, and you aren't going to like it! 



No Freedom Drives Me Crazy 



What drives me crazy is the noise level and the staff by 
telling me what to do, like when to take a shower, when 
to eat, when I can use the phone, when I can go to sleep, 
when to wake up, when to go to school and when to watch 
TV. 

-J-M 

From The Beat: Basically, you're saying that it drives you crazy to hand 
over all decision making to others. So, how will you regain control of 
your own choices. And how will you make sure those choices don't lead 
you right back here? 
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I Cry Every Day 
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Man, being away from home drive me crazy. Being in here 
in this locked-down facility drive me crazy. Just basically 
being away from my family and goons. 

Every day I cry, because I don't know what they are 
going to do to me, an' that really drive me crazy. Knowing 
that I be in here for a minute just makes me want to wild 
out an' just do me. 

-Brit Brit 

From The Beat: So, you're in a place you hate, and because you hate it, 
you want to go out and do the very kinds of things that can land you 
right back in lock-up. It sounds like it^ time to do some real thinking 
about your life and where you want to take it. Without that, you'll have 
a lot more opportunities to be driven crazy! I 



J.X 



Goiny Crazy 



This ya ninja D boy writing y'all from that max unit, ya 
dig? Today I'm goin' to write about being deprived. 

Today I was in gym and another unit was passing by. 
I saw my "wife" but I couldn't show her the affection I 
wanted. I felt messed up that we both in here, ya dig? I 
been here five months, and I need to see my "wife." I'm 
starting to go crazy. 

-D Boy 

From The Beat: Of course, she is not really your wife, and that's a 
good thing. When two people in a relationship are both under the 
system's control, it^ pretty good evidence that neither is ready for the 
adult responsibilities that marriage demands. We hope you don't go 
crazy... and that you allow yourself to grow up before you actually get 



DS 



What's up with The Bat? This Dre Boelow. They got me 
in here for some BS, you know. Once you in the system, 
it's hard to get out, but I'm bigga than this shhh, fo' real. 
Ya boy gone stay up. 

-Young Dre Boe 

From The Beat: This is the lazy man's contribution! If it's hard to get out 
of the system once you're in it, we don't see any evidence in this piece 
that you're even thinking about how to stay out of it! This is the LAST 
lazy piece we'll publish from you. Next time, we want to see something 
that counts for something, not nothing that counts for nothing! 



I'm Tired! Are You? 



Fresh out the room. They finally let me out and I'm a 
little bit happy because they had me on a stupid 30/309 
program for a week for a "Code Blue." In other words, it's 
a riot. I honestly don't think that it was too bad because 
they really could have sent me downtown due to the fact 
that I'm 18 years old. 

-Young Mari 

From The Beat: Well, we're glad you didn't pick up stn adult charge over 
this little misstep... and we hope that when you walk out of here (soon), 
you'll act like the adult that you are. We don't want to see you behind I 
bars again! I 



\ 



They Can't Keep Me Forever 

The things that's driving me crazy is being up in here 
because I can't see my family or my girl, and most of all 
my son. But it's all good 'cause they can't keep me up in 
this thang forever. I'm 'bout to be 18, so I'ma be back on 
the streets. 

-Lee-Dough 

From The Beat: Well, it^ good that you'll get out of here soon. But 
don't fall for the non%en%e that they can't hold you forever. If you give 
them the opportunity, they most definitely can hold you forever. More 
than 2,000 teenagers are serving sentences of "Life in prison without 
parole," in this country. 
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My Messed Up B-Days 
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I've been having messed up birthdays since I was in 
middle school. It all started when I became a teenager. 
My friends and family would forget about my so-called 
"special" day. Then one of my bad ones was when my 
grandma passed away on my birthday. 

The last one I spent at the hospital because my mom 
broke her other leg, so maybe next year it will be better 
'cause I'll be 18. 

-Casper 

From The Beat: Out of the seventeen birthdays, two of them sound 
like they've been some of the worst days of your life. We thinic your 
eighteenth can be better. Will you be out? If not, can you do anything ■ 
in the Hall to celebrate? I 



The Wai I See It 
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My name is Monstro. They call me Monstro because I'm 
a big homeboy. I get out soon and as a think about it, it 
ain't nothing. I'm 17, about to be 18 and I got a whole 
life in front of me. And plus I got other carnales from my 
hood and others doing life, so this is just like a slap on 
the hand. 

The way I see it is that this life ain't meant for nobody. 
But it's in our faces, in our communities, our home, city, 
where you live. It's everywhere. Some don't see it like that 
out where I come from. There are drugs, gangs, negativity 
on every other corner. When I was introduced to drugs, 
I was 11 years old. After I got loaded, it was cool but what 
I noticed is that nowadays you could get drugs anywhere. 
It's like buying ice cream from the ice cream man. Man, 
it's that easy. But I'm in it for myself and for the "cause." 
Keep it moving... this life ain't meant for no one. i 

-Monstro I 

From The Beat: We agree that some of the time the lives people live 
aren't meant for anyone. Still, you have to live it. Through all the 
difficulties, you have to keep your head up, like you said. We once heard 
a saying, "Every day above ground is a good day." We think this is the 
truth. Do you agree? 



When All Falls APart 



What's up? It's that Chicano here once again. Well what 
drives me crazy is when you get locked up and everything 
on the outs just falls apart, the relationship with your 
girl, the homeboy s, your family gets evicted from the spot 
you woke up from. 

Most of all what drives me crazy is when you get 
locked up. That's when your female just happens to grow 
some balls and thinks she's the shhh and talk shhh over 
the phone and pulls some scando shhh, but you can't go | 
off on her while you're in here because you can't do shhh I 
while you in here, so you hold your tongue, play it cool | 
and let her think she got the upper hand, sweet talk her 
but don't tell her your release date, give her a false date 
like one month advance because they dumb. 

They didn't even realize that j-hall is only temporary 
and that we going to be free within a few months. So yeah 
when you get out buy a mask and a wig, go see where she 
at, run up on her and straight murf her and book it and 
say punk you messed with my man and wait a few days. 
Pop up at her house and act like nothing happen and ask 
to use the bathroom, and laugh your butt off from what 
happen to her. 

-Lucky J 

From The Beat: You've been watching a lot of movies or soap operas. If \ 
she^ acting the way she is, is because you haven't showed her respect. 
And in order to gain respect, you have to give respect. This is something 
we don't see through your writing. There are other ways to deal with 
types of issues like this one. Remember that violence never leaves a 
positive thing. Hitting a person is prohibited and the consequences 
could be costly and painful. Keep that in mind! 



I Miss You 
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(Intro) 

Baby baby, I miss you, I need you here with me. 

My life is incomplete how I long to see your face. I miss 

your pretty smile. Without you, there's no me. 

(Chorus) 

Tell me how can I move on, show me how to carry on 
when your no longer there and tell me how can I be strong 
when my happiness is gone if your no longer there. 

(Verse 1) 

I close my eyes and let the rain fall from the sky and wish 
that I had never ever made you cry, regardless of what 
circumstances be. 

You kept your word and your promise to always honor 
me, so what I gotta do to make this up to you. How can 
I make you feel the love that I still have for you? Did I 
lose your trust? Did I lose my mind? Did I lose the gift 
the Lord sent me from the sky? I guess you can say that 
I kind of went too far, played my selfish little games that 
only broke your heart into a million pieces when you laid 
and cried. All that I can do is say that I'm sorry I lied. 
Remember when I told you that the day that I lie? I want 
you to be the only one there by my side? You have been 
my happiness, my best friend, my everything, and even 
I though my word means nothing, I'll love you till the end. 

(Chorus) 

Tell me how can I move on, show me how to carry on 
when your no longer there and tell me how can I be strong 
when my happiness is gone if your no longer there. 

(Verse 2) 

How can I be strong now that your gone. I reminisce on 
the days you used to hold me in your arms, shed tears 
every night, something I've never done before. The life of 
a playa wasn't worth losing my girl. Your my world and 
I need you. I'd do anything to see your face over again. I 
lost more than just a friend. 'Till the end I will love you 
will never be replaced the emptiness inside me lived in 
this of happiness. 

Tell me how can I move on. It's like living a sad song just 
to hear you breath or the sound of your voice. You were 
the light in my life. I was afraid to let you g. 
The days go by. I don't want to live no more. If I could 
touch you one last time. Show me a sign, and I'll be there. 
I hold my head down 'cause your no longer there, but 
I know your in the heavens looking down on me, how 
could the sweetest girl in the world be taken from me? 

(Outro) 

Baby Baby I miss you. I need you here with me 

My life is incomplete how I long to see your face I miss 

your pretty smile without you there's no me. 

-Yung T 

From The Beat: This is a very touching song although the owner of 
this song is not here with sinyone. We are sure that she^ still living 
within the hearts of those who love her. Sometimes things happen for a 
reason and a purpose. She's might not be here in full presence, but she's 
still there, in your left side of your chest. Now, you have worry about 
your life, and the remaining lives that still exist in this ivorld. Sorry for 
your loss. Someday you'll find another special girl like this one. Life I 
continues! I 

Tkeif didn't even realize tkatj-kallls oftltf 
tewporatif and that we going to he free 
wItklH a few months. 
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My Birthday 
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Hey, what up Beat? It's your boy Cholo again coming 
from the max unit. And today I'm gonna talk about my 
birthday being locked up. Well, I was locked for my ISth 
birthday. I was really looking forward to being out for my 
18th birthday. I was gonna party crazy for that day. All my 
homies were telling me that they were gonna hook me up. 
But I got locked up! 

It wasn't that bad. I got a cupcake from the clinic and 
I went to the Furry Friends and took a picture. But they 
put me on detail for the day, and all the homies showed 
me hella love, too. So I had a good time. But, of course, I 
would rather be out. 

Well, Beat, I'm out with much love and respect to all. 

-Cholo 

From The Beat: We're sorry you were locked up for your 1 8th, but happy 
birthday, anyway. What's Furry Friends? We don't icnow about that. We 
don't icnow what you got iociced up for, Cholo, but we do icnow that 
unless you learn new ways of acting on the street, you will be spending 
time in some much harder places than this. At the next stop, there are 
no cupcalces to be had... 



It Hurts 
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What's driving me crazy 

Is how much it hurts 

To wake up every morning 

And remember my dreams 

My sweet little dreams 

About that boy who's 

So far away from me 

What's driving me crazy 

Is how they say you're crazy 

How they say I'm bipolar 

And have issues. Talking to me 

For 50 minutes doesn't give 

You the right to tell me if I'm crazy 

The only way I could be sane 

Would be to leave and forget 

This big bad dream 

The only way I'm crazy is by 

Staying in my little room 

-Muriel 

From The Beat: You don't sound crazy to u%. But we aren't health care 
professionals. We do Icnow that some people do not understand that 
the mind is a part of the body, and that just sk% the rest of the body can 
become ill, so too can the mind. What people do not understand, they 
tend to be afraid of. We don't feel qualified to say much more than the 
obvious - which is: when you're ill, go to a doctor. 



Reportino From Your Hood? 

What's good Beat, it's ya' boy Cell from that good ole 
East Palo Alto. You feel me! But let me tell you like this, I 
come from a 2.5 square mile radius where if you funking 
with somebody you funkin' in your back yard, basically. 
People judge my city from back in 92 when we were the 
murder capital. 

We got a couple of famous people from East Palo 
Alto - like Eugene Jackson and Ray Williams, some of 
the old school Harlem Globe Trotters. It's crazy, cause 
hella ninjas act like they from East Palo, but they're 
not. They be from San Jose and shhh! Woofln,' dropping 
major tickets. Most of them can't even come to the town 
without rouges hoppin' on they head. So that's it for this 
time, one. 

-Marcel 

From The Beat: Nothing wrong with being proud of ivhere you're from, 
just sk% long sk% you remember the world is a lot larger than a 2. Smile 
radius. And wherever you're from, the ticket for safe passage through 
most of the world is to be a good and decent person. 



lioifl' Crazy 
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Well Beat. What's driving me crazy is me. I make myself 
go crazy. I always think about the worst when I should be 
thinking about the best. The other thing that's driving me 
crazy is I'm missing my lady. I miss her kisses and her 
sweet touch. I miss her smile and her long hair. Ha Ha. 
Man, if only she could read this... well Beat, that's all for 
now. 

-Cassanda 

From The Beat: Soon C, soon you'll taste your freedom, in the meantime, 
stay busy. Read, read, read. And then read some more. 



Who Woold 



Hey what up Beat. Well, today's topic is "what's driving 
me crazy". 

Well damn - what driving me crazy is my man. My 
court date and what might happen, too, but what really 
driving me crazy is my man - because I love him so much. 
It kills to find out from some one that your man cheated 
on you. That hurts - to know its true. But damn, it's not 
even funny, because we have been through hella shit. I 
mean I still want to be with him. He's a fool because I'm 
willing to give him a chance. But then I don't want him to 
think that it's a habit he can get away with. 

I just want to know "why." I mean that is the last thing 
that I want to do, I mean he knows that I mess around 
with somebody but I never f'd around. I mean we were 
always together and I always showed him that I'm not like 
none of his other exes. Damn, I give him my everything. 
I mean he met my family and they hella like him. I just 
want to know if he loves me like he says he does. He 
should make a choice to not hurt me again, 'cause next 
time there might not be another chance. 

I'm going to make this short. He would never find 
someone like me. Who would put up with him? 

-Sarah 

From The Beat: Are you sure you should? 







What Drives Ao Asiao Kid Crazy ^ \ 



What drives me crazy is the dark little rooms we have 
to sleep in. I think so much when I'm in my cell. I think 
about my family and my girlfriend a lot. Everyday I think 
about how it is to be free and out. Now that I'm used to 
the hall, it's not that bad anymore. I get a visit everyday 
from my mom and that makes me feel good. I'm out in 
October and I'm never coming back. 

-Cuu-Cuu 

From The Beat: Making a transition is always tough, especially to a 
place like juvy. But you can adapt to anything. It's a question of mind 
over matter. October is just around the corner. You'll soon be free. 




r/r A/v#>^v mmwrnjUM, /-//// 




//// // 



and head in a new direction. 



As I Wonder 



As I wonder, could it be when I was dreaming about you 

baby 

You were dreaming of me 

Call me crazy, call me blind 

Could I be suffering and stupid after all this time 

Could you lose my love for someone better 

Or does he love you like I do 

I do I guess I really really do 

As I remember day and time September twenty second 

Sunday, the 25th after a night in the doorway with your 

case 

No longer shouting at each other with tears on our faces 

We were letting something go very special 

You are everything and everything is you. 

-Me and You 

From The Beat: The icind of advice you need can come only from 
experience - your own. Most of u% have been fools for love at one time, 
or a dozen times. Eventually, you'll figure out how not to do it. in the 
meantime, lick your wounds, like the rest of u%. 



My 18tl) Birthday 
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The best birthday I had was in the Hall when I turned 
18. I had my birthday up in the hall time unit. It was cool 
'cause the homies made me a card and told me, "Happy 
B-Day!" Another reason why it was my best b-day was 
because I turned 18. I turn 19 soon but I'm going to be in 
the Hall again for my birthday. So you know what my 19th 
birthday present is? A bus ride to county jail. So that's 
how I will spend my birthday. 

-Diego 

From The Beat: That^ nice that the homies in the Hall did a little 
something for you on your 18th birthday. As for your next birthday, 
we're sorry to hear about your present. Do you think there will be 
anything positive to come out of that experience? 
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My Boyfriend Is Driving Me Crazy ^ [ 

The one thing in my life that is driving me totally crazy 
is my boyfriend. 

Everything in my life is going alright. I've got a job. 
I'm going to college. Thirty-plus more days in this place. 

Home is ok, family good, but then there is him. Things 
were so good when it first started - good times. We never 
fought, never really worried about what the other person 
was doing. But now everything that could go wrong - is. 
I don't understand how things got so bad, how we got 
here. He's starting to make me break down. And why 
does it gotta be now, when I'm in here? 

All I do is come back here and sit in that damn room 
and just think. It kills me when we fight. I can't get my 
mind off it, I swear. It sucks that I always just gotta worry 
so much about him. I hate it that I always gotta put him 
first, even before myself. I just wish he could love me 
the way I love him, because if he did, things would be 
so different. I could never treat the one I love the way 
he does me. I could never put them through that pain. I 
would never have someone I love cry. But the thing that 
sucks is I can't leave him. I just hope and pray for things 
to get better. He's my best friend. I love him. But this pain 
hurts bad. I know I'm too weak to take any action. I think 
sometimes - if I let him go, then maybe he'd realize what 
he had. But me fear is he'd never come back. This guy is 
really driving me crazy, but what can I do. I'm so in love 
with him. 

-Genevieve 

From The Beat: Love can drive u% crazy, or almost. But the time comes 
when you have to take your rightful place in the driver's seat of your life 



Best Birtliday 
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The best birthday I ever had, was the last one, which I 
had with my stupid ex-boyfriend. 

But it was so sweet. He even made me a present. I 
wish I didn't have the memory though. 

It hurts to remember sweet things, especially when 
you know you won't ever have another memory as sweet 
as that. 

-Muriel 

From The Beat: You feel that way now, but we have faith that you'll 
have even better times ahead. Have faith in yourself. 
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Cnmliining BirHiday And Cincn Be Mayo~\ 

It's the Tank, once again. I'ma talk about my birthday 
that just passed. It was on May 4. 

My birthday's always coo' because it's right before 
Cinco de Mayo. But this year, like every year, my birthday 
was crackin' . I got hella faded on my birthday from the 
partying all Cinco de Mayo weekend. I woke up. The homie 
Chico picked us up in his Jimmy 500. Ha ha... He knows 
what's up when he reads this. 

He took me home. I took a shower, came back to the 
'hood and continued to party. We had all ice chest full of 
Tecates. We were at a bus stop. We got it crackin', but like 
always, the cops the cops messed it up. So we bounced 
to the pad where we had more beer and bottles. I didn't 
stop 'til like six in the morning. I woke up on Monday at 
the homie 's pad where the party was at. Then me and my 
brother went to my mom's and crashed out. 

My whole weekend was like that. All partying and 
shhhh. But yeah, I'm done. 

-KO 

From The Beat: Well, we're glad you got to celebrate your recent birthday 
in freedom! But we have to wonder whether there's a connection between 
the way you celebrate (whether it's your birthday or not), and the fact 
that you're here, isn't there a way you can celebrate more privately so 
that you don't give the cops the excuse they need to grab you? 
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Tliins Is Crazy 
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What drives me crazy is being in a small box, my cell. 
Being in my cell drives me crazy because it gets me bored, 
lonely, hungry, thinking about my hurt mom and family. It 
gets me missing everybody and missing the outs, missing 
how it was back in the days. 

-R 

From The Beat: We don't think you're going crazy, maybe a little hurt 
from being away from loved ones, and loneliness is starting to get to 
you, but you're no where near crazy. 



Waiting To Know 



What's up. Beat? This Richard from the m£ix unit in San 
Jo. I wasn't feeling the topics, so I'm going to write about 
my situation. 

I been here for a month and a half, which is nothing. 
In two weeks I got court. I'm here for assault and robbery. 
Within those two weeks, I'm going to be interviewed for 
APA to see if I get accepted. If I don't, I'm going to the 
ranch. But I hope I get APA so I can be with my family 
and girl. I miss my family and girl the most over all this, 
'cause the hall ain't shhh. 

So, everybody who doing time, do your time and get 
out. Everyone stay up. I'm out. 

-Richard 

From The Beat: Do you miss your family and girl enough to change 
the things you do that allow the system to take you away from them? 
What^ your plan for when you get out of here, and how will your plan 
keep you out of here? 
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Last Few Birthdays 
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Hey What's up, Beat? Today I'm going to write about 
birthdays while being locked up. The past three birthdays 
I've been locked up. The first one I was here at the Hall. 
The second one I was at the ranch and the last one I was 
at the group home. I might even be at the ranch for my 
18th birthday. This is my first and last time writing in The 
Beat Within. 

-Lil' Shadow 

From The Beat: We're glad that you wrote for The Beat this time and 
we do hope it's your last. Even more, we hope you can put these three 
birthdays behind you. Hopefully the rest of your birthdays will not be 
spent in the Hall or in county. 



My Hood 



There's things going on that can't be revealed. 

Instead of opening my mouth, I keep it sealed. 

Hidden — out of sight from the cops. 

Sometimes hiding from my moms and pops. 

There are things obviously going on in the hood. 

Those things that go on can be bad or good. 

In my hood you won't find snitches 

Because if you tell you'll end up with stitches. 

What goes on in my hood doesn't make me proud. 

The cops will arrest you for being in a crowd. 

Walking with a group will get you gang enhancement. 

Now you're locked up 'cause you chanced it. 

My family means more to me than my hood 

Because my family, I'm giving up the hood for good. 

-Young Son 

From The Beat: The last two lines are beautiful. Nothing in the world 
is better than family and you recognize that. We know that with and 
through them, you can give up the hood for good. How can that happen, 
though? Do you think a part of the hood is in you, just sk% you are a part 
of the hood? How can you tear yourself out of it? 



liood To Bad 
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From The Beat: How can you remember to do well on the outs? Why 
do you think you forget? How can you channel that attitude into your 
actions? 



The Cycle 

Revolving life around these juvenile cells. 

Wishin' everyday the judge releases me from hell. 

Lookin' at walls that look back just the same. 

Said a million times, "it's the same shhh different day." 

And man! My window be gettin' me in trouble. 

Got a set of hours and this low-level with my bundle. 

This road is dark and lonely, kind of like a tunnel. 

And life gets sipped like beer gathered in a funnel. 

And although I'm livin' and here in the flesh, 

I wish that somehow, someway I could have avoided this 

mess. 
And I bet many people think just like me. 
But it's the cycle many people live to see. 

-Johnny Boy 

From The Beat: Tight poem, it floivs ivell and iwith truth. Our favorite 
line is the one about the walls staring back at you. That is skn original 
observation! it personifies the walls — makes them seem human, if you 
could have a conversation ivith those ivalls, what ivould you say? 



When you're in the hall you start to think a lot about > 
family, friends, and your family. But the thing I think 
about most is doing well. I keep telling myself to do well 
when I get out... But when I get to the outs I forget all 
about doing well. All I can think about is doing badly. 
Next thing you know, I wake up right back in here. 

-S 
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RIP 
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The homeboys ride was spotted by the enemies as he 
was in his ride. Two punks ran up to it and blasted him a 
number of times in the chest and neck. 

A soldier was murdered as a sign of retaliation. The 
bad news was reported to his 'hood hours later. War is 

I now unleashed on the streets of San Jose. 
Blood is the price and the enemy's life is up for grabs. 
Police will be left to clean the mess. Detective Monk won't 
even be able to solve these murder cases. This has been 
a Beat Within Report. 

- Detective Monk 

From The Beat: We're sorry for your loss. But, this is what is left to 
expect when being part of a gang. Now, we understand that you are 
mad about what happened. This is when you have to stop and think for 
a minute. Think what could happen if retaliating is practiced over to 

I your friend^ death, it would basically bring more death and suffering. 
Think about it and get out of it before \X'% too late. 
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Aztec Dream 
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Oye, Mija 

Let's run away 

To another day 

To the city of Aztlan 

Is where we can play 

You my Aztec Princess 

Me your Aztec Knight 

Together, Mija, we're flrme 

Let's creep into the night 

Into that Aztec dream we go 

We can do it really slow 

Watching the shooting stars go by 

Pues, Mija, you can't cry 

That Aztec warrior's here 

To take away your fear 

I'll bring you joy an' happiness 

And never that sadness 

But this Aztec warrior has to go 

To those Aztec dreams 

Which he knows 

So I'll see you, Mija 

When I'm there 

Pues, stay up, alrato, and take care 

-Little 

From The Beat: The first thing skn Aztec ivarrior should value is his 
birthright, which is his freedom! What good is skn Aztec iCnight to skn 
Aztec Princess if all he can give her is words of love? Aztec dreams can 
only flourish in free air. 
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Memories 

What drives me crazy is the memories of the past. There 
are positive and negative memories. Even though I love 
my positive memories, they drive me so crazy 'cause all 
the great times I had are gone. They will not be there 
for me anymore. The negative memories don't hurt as 
much 'cause they don't make me as happy as the good 
memories. 

As much as I love my good, happy memories, those 
are the ones that make me go crazy in my head. I think of 
laughter, hugs, kisses, and all those loving things people 
do when they are in love. But sometimes some memories 
are just left to dream. 

-Ra3nnond 

From The Beat: These are impressive observations. Your recognition 
of this paradox of memories is great. Positive memories remembered 
during tough times are so bittersweet. Would it almost be better if you 
didn't have the memories at all? We hope that you are able to truly 
experience these positive situations again and that you can form new 
positive memories. 
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Wasting My Time And My Life 
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One thing that drives me crazy in juvenile hall is the fact 
I can't see my loved ones. I get to see my parents, but not 
my brother and sisters. I miss my girl almost as much as 
I miss all the good-ass food we eat in the outs. Not having 
my girl on her bed drives me a little crazy 'cause her bed's 
hella big and comfortable, unlike the bunks made out of 
cold steel in the hall. 

But don't get me started on food. I don't really complain 
about the foods we get in here 'cause I'm thankful. Even 
for the little things we get, I thank God for. But if I was in 
the outs, I'd be eating all day. My personal favorite foods 
are Jack In The Box, my mom's food, real pizza, not like 
the fake-ass stuff we get here. 

Last but never least, all the REAL homeboys. It drives 
me a little crazy that I can't kick it with the boys and 
homegirls from my neighborhood. Juvenile hall's not 
really hard, but a damn waste of tiempo. Really though, 
it's like a daycare center in here. Staff's the baby sitters. 
We get fed pretty coo', but a waste of time and life! 

-Smirk 

From The Beat: We hope this little daycare is not so easy that you're 
tempted to keep doing the things that brought you here. The system 
gets progressively more difficult the deeper you fall into it, so we hope 
you don't have to discover that reality the hard and personal way. You 
had a girl to share a comfortable bed with and all the good food in the 
world, and you threw it away for... We're not sure what was so much 
more important to you than that freedom you described, but we can't 
I believe it was worth what you got in exchange. 



Wiiat's Drivino Me Crazy 

Spending time away from my family and my mom is 
keeping me thinking and wondering what they are doing. 
These walls close in on me. I'm tired of seeing the same 
unit every day, and doing the same routine, day after 
day. 

-Brenda 

From The Beat: You can change parts of the routine, even if in a small 
way. Depending on your circumstances, a small change could yield big 
dividends. What if you decided to learn five new words each day? How 
many words would you have learned by the time you get to the outs? 



Snnn Tn Be Dad 

One thing that drives me crazy about being locked up is 
knowing that I'm about to have a baby and these people 
want to give me one year of my life in this messed up 
place. I just don't know what to do, just don't know how 
to act. 

What's driving me nuts is knowing I ain't gonna be 
there for my baby's birth. 

-Jose 

From The Beat: The best thing you can do is to do your program to BE 
THERE for your kid ivhen you come out clean. That's the first thing to 
do. For the next steps, we leave it up to you. You know what you'll need 
to do to raise this child! Or ask! 



Being Lociieil Up On My Birtiiday 

What's up. Beat? Just chillin' in here with the homies. 
I've been locked up on my birthday before. This is the 
second time being locked up in here. I was really looking 
forward to spending it with my familia. 

I thought I was going to get released on house arrest 
and be out for my 16th birthday but then they decided 
to give me the ranch. That's all I could tell about when I 
spent the hardest time on my birthday. 

-M-R 

From The Beat: Will la familia visit you on your birthday? When you 
do spend birthdays with your family, what do you guys do? Are they 
usually pretty cool? What would your dream birthday be? 



Far Away 
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I cradle my book, my window hi 

I travel away, far away 

Walking among great Aztec civilizations 

Standing in front of mighty people 

In a battlefield as a jaguar knight 

And as a mere man making love 

This is my window 

That takes me away 

Far away 

-Jaguar Knight 

From The Beat: The Jaguar Knights were the fiercest warriors of the 
Aztec Civilization. So, if you want to count yourself among them, you 
have to do more than mentally travel through your window. You have 

I to get on the other side of that window, and find a way to stay on the . 

I other side. I 
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Birtiiday 

m turning 16 at the Ranch. I'm going to the Ranch soon 
How do I feel? It sucks but what can I do? Nothing. Just 
another day being locked up. I wonder how my mom will 
feel? Nothing. She's out there and I'm in here the day she 
gave birth to me!! Then I'll be 16 and just two years 'till 
I'm 18. 1 wonder if I'm going to spend another birthday in 
here? 

-Young Goofy 

From The Beat: We hope you won't spend another birthday in here. And 
we hope that, if you do, you would make something good come out of 
it. Even though you're not with your mom on the day she gave birth to 
you, she still remembers that day. 
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M) IGtt Birthdai 

On my 16th birthday, my older homeboy, Mike, took me 
out. I guess he knows a guy in the Pink Poodle so he got 
me in. I was wearing some new clothes that I got as a 
gift. 

He bought me some drinks and after I got a little buzz 
going on, he ordered me a lap dance from a nice looking 
White and Latina girl. She was bomb! But anyway she 
started doing her dance of seduction, then she grabs her 
new hat and rubs it on herself. She handed it back to me 
wit some "snail trails" on it. I seen it and I was like, ugh! I 
was straight disgusted. I didn't care how good she looked. 
I threw the hat down, went out and got high. Didn't even 
leave a tip for that sloppy service. But it turned out well. I 
give props to my boy Mike. That day was sick. 

-Shabbs 

From The Beat: Sounds memorable. Have you ever had another fun 
moment in your life ivithout being under the influence of alcohol or 
drugs? Or spend it with the people who really care for you? 



Wliat's Drivino Me Crazy Is Being in Here \ 

What's cracking Beat? Me - just posted in this unit. So 
anyways - what's driving me crazy is that I'm away from 
my son and my family. I miss my son a lot. I HATE being 
in here. I got 68 more days left, so I hope it goes by fast. 
But anyways I'm also going crazy about my baby's 
daddy. I miss him a lot, but we're not together right now 
because I'm in here and I know he's going to be doing his 
thing. Why be stressing off some bs. So I ain't trying to be 
with my baby's daddy while I'm in here. I do talk to him 
and we write to each other, but that's it. But other than 
that, I'm koo. I just miss my son so much I can't wait till 
I go home. 

-Bobbiejo 



u 



From The Beat: Stay busy. Read, read, 
knoiAf it, you'll be ivith your son. 



read. Keep a journal. Before you 
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Every Day Is Christmas 
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Each day I wake up I want to go home and see my family 
and make them proud. I can't wait to hear my music and 
go dumb, yeee, all day — that what I do. But I am in here 
so what can I do? I just do my time, see them fly girls and 
they go to Instamax with me. They call me Bob Marley. 
That's all I do is have Christmas. 

-Mac O 

From The Beat: In what way do you hope to make your family proud of 
you... we feel you on wanting to hear music and have fun, but too much 
fun is part of how people get locked up! 




Shadow Behind The isies 

As it ascended, an ocean covered these cold paws 

Merging into the shadows 

Ancient engraved carved out stones 

Laid near the flre 

Swirls welcomed 

Dissolving our limbs 

As a single shard stood in space 

Resinated were the rays 

Meeting our creasing aura 

Dementia entered our unwelcome door 

Demons lunged in and out 

Falling, following the chain 

So dark, so water 

An orb expanding 

Only leaving the ones that exist 

Beyond themselves 

-Kenny 

From The Beat: Beautiful, Kenny. There were a couple of words we 
couldn't read, so we hope we got them right. Do you mean that only 
people who live in their imaginations beyond the earth can continue to 
resist the dementia and exist? 
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When I was eight years old, I had my favorite birthday 
of my life. The morning was the best part for me. My dad 
made me eggs in bed. 

Then after that, I went to Qzar Lazertag for flve hours. 
Then I went to Round Table to get some lunch. Then I 
went back to my house to play some games. After that, I 
went to White Castle to get dinner. At the end of the day, 
I opened presents. Last, I went to sleep. 

-Double N 

From The Beat: It's a trip how in the end what we love best is what we 
share with our family. Did your dad make you some good eggs? Are you 
still close to him? Do you think he remembers this birthday sk% well, or 
how much it meant to you? 



The Bay 



The Bay is where my heart is at 

And I'm here to stay 

I push heat hard 

And stack my hay 

So move 

Get out my way 

There's a debt where I live 

And you got to pay 

'Cause the streets 

I did lots of damage 

Nothin' but savages 

I kick with 

Beezy, let's get to a cut 

And do this 

-Lil' O 

From The Beat: This is just pure bragging and doesn't teach anything. If 
you had to support yourself — buy food, pay rent, get your school books, 
etc., but you couldn't gang bang or threaten stnyone in the streets, 
how would you manage? It sounds like the streets are just setting you 
up for state prison - or worse - , and you're colluding in your own 
destruction. 
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|~ Too MoGh Peopie Doio' Wroog Thiogs 

I can't say nothin' about me, but I can say something 
about what happened outside in the street. This what 
happened in the street. It's a lot of people usin', but let 
me tell you, some is a lot of people in trouble outside on 
the street, but now in prison, but I'm feel bad, because 
too much people doin' wrong things. 

-Kenny 

From The Beat: It is heart breaking to see whoever's in the streets 
messing up, hurting each other, destroying themselves. When you're 
home again, will you stay away from the streets and create a life for 
yourself that will keep you healthy, safe and free? We hope so. 
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Too YooflO 

What's Good, Beat? This yo' girl, Lil' One, here to tell you 
what's on my mind. Well, right now I'm dealin' with some 
shhh. I'm in love with my boyfriend. I love him so much, 
I really do. I would give my life for him, but right now he 
is locked up for dating a minor (me) and I think it's real 
messed up because the only reason why this happened is 
'cause of some stupid beezie. 

It all makes me so mad, 'cause to me the government 
or whatever don't care about the stuff in real life... To be 
continued. 

-Lil' One 

From The Beat: Hoiw old is he? If he% like one year older than you, iwe 
can see your point. But if he's a lot older than you, then we have to ask 
if maybe the law is just trying to protect you? 
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Lost On These Streets 



trust is hard to find 

living in the hood all my life 

struggling all the time 

wondering when I'm gonna die 

for the cause that will always be mine 

lost in a game that has no time 

just to survive you stay strapped with that thing that shines 

waiting and wondering when my time will come 

whether or not I'm gonna be gone 

but until that time I show no remorse 

for those lives that have been cut short 

from battles of all sorts 

like repeated stabbings and guts hanging 

but that shhh don't phase me 

I'm still that same G 

staying true to what I believe 

now I'm looking at the Y 



but I'm still gonna live this life 

same old stuff still trying to earn my stripes 

like a beast I'm always gonna eat 

hustlin' while I'm lost on these streets 

disappear for awhile but I'm always on the creep 

homies know where I'm at from just one beep 

smashing on my crutches like we're hella deep 

with that shirt that lets you know where I'm from 

hood in all these choices will never fail 

so stay true to your game 

never live in shame and never be scared to rep your name 

stay strong for your thang 

-T 

From The Beat: If you're looking in the wrong places - you're right - trust 
can be hard to find. But not if you look in the right places. We think 
you need a change in geography, and we u%e the phrase metaphorically, 
sk% well sk% literally. Use your new dictionary to nail the meaning of the 
phrase. You're a very talented fellow and we'd like to contribute to your 
healing. You have much to offer the world. Your 'thang', eventually, could 
be helping young people who've had to go what you've been through, it 
could be just about whatever you'd like it to be. Think big, T>ent. That% 
how a big life starts. 
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Life Of A Real Ciiico 




I lost my feelings many many moons ago 

just threw them away 

as if they were trash 

ready to smash 

staying on the front line 

making my people see demons 

when I come around 

at twelve and a half years old introduced to the life 

like I was taking my very first steps again 

I'm gonna make it to the top 

'cause you know I can't stop 

all you fake people stay out the way 

leave this shhh to the real Gs 

-Andrew 

From The Beat: Your first line can lead you out of this mess. You 
can regain your ability to feel. (Not that you've ever really lost it.) 
We humans are born with the capacity to feel deeply. We love our 
families, our friends. We love music, and art. We're designed to feel. 
Sometimes, our environment forces u% to hide our feelings. This is called 
dehumanization. Not one of us really wants to feel less human. But life 
has not been easy for some folks. And among those for whom life has 
often been difficult are many of the young people in juvy. Your job is 
to regain the capacity to feel. You can do that by reading, by having 
honest conversations with people in a position to help, and by refusing 
to let go of the better parts of yourself. Talk with us about this when I 
we visit you again. I 



Listening To My Head 

I sit in my room, listening to my head 

and the devil's voice keeps telling me 

I'd rather be dead. But it's that season 

for the one and only reason 

and I have plans with no flaws 

involving betterment of the cause. 

I won't die without retaliation. 

Right now all I have is concentration. 

Living another day is my only ultimatum. 

Answers will come to my enemies. 

I didn't forget them. 

The end of my story is clouded by fog 

but persisience is my permanent job. 

-B 

From The Beat: Concentration and persistence are excellent qualities. 
But you have to employ them in pursuit of worthy goals. Revenge is not 
a worthy goal, and 'the cause' ought to be something that the finest 
people you know can believe in, sk% well sk% yourself. With concentration 
and persistence you could do great things in the world and to make it a 
healthier, more joyous place. 
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Love Me 
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Love me in every way 

Show me you want me to stay. 

You are my heart 

I don't know what to do when we are apart 

And now I'm in jail 

And I hope you don't bail. 

I hope to see you soon, 
But it may not be 'til June. 

-T-dizzle 

From The Beat: Nice poem! We hope you can stay out of jail, so you 
do not have to be separated from the ones you love. It hurts them sk% 
much sks it hurts you! 



Eierythiig I lid Netds 
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This is a question that I was asked one time. My reply 
was simple. I said, "My Mom". As days, weeks and months 
went by, I paid more attention to my mother. Seeing how 
much she moved me, cared for me and most of all how 
much she did for me. If I lose my mother, I would be afraid 
because of the simple fact that she provides everything a 
kid needs. 

-Joseph 

From The Beat: Your mother is doing all she does to prepare you for 
the future. Those we need the most and are our best teachers can 
sometimes be the one whose message we choose to not hear. We are 
pleased you value your mom and hope you are willing to listen to her 
wisdom. We bet she hopes you will put time, love and energy in to 
yourself and investing in your future, and that eventually you will 
mature into a young man giving love and time and energy to those 
around you, sk% well. 



Me 



I'm smart, but stupid at the same time. I've done some 
stupid stuff in my life like robbing people's houses. So 
I guess that makes me a thief. I don't want to be in that 
place, but the thing I did is who I am. 

-Nathan 

From The Beat: Whoa Nathan!! Your piece takes "you are what you do" 
to a whole 'nother level. But we ask you, is that really all you have 
to offer?? We are not defined totally by what we have done but what 
we choose to do with what we have learned....! wonder what you will 
choose to do with what you learned. We encourage you to dig deeper 
into lAfhat makes you who you are. 



Because 
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It hurts me to say 

Or even express the way or what I have claimed 

Because I'm so scarred and afraid to say what I love 

But not what I hate 

Because of the fact that I lost someone close to me 

That I loved 

Or who I claimed 

So I'd rather not; or never say again 

So the tears in my eyes will never fall and always ask 

"Why?" 

The fact that I act, I push, I give 

But rather not take or receive 

Because people always deceive 

And take instead of receive 

I'll just take time to simply understand the reason 

"Why?" 

-Angel 

From the Beat: All things happen for a reason and are meant for u% to 
grow from. We can choose to u%e what we have experienced and u%e 
the pain to take propel u% on to living life with more give and less take, 
using the pain we have felt to show compassion to others or stay stuck 
in pain, wallowing, wasting away another day and possibly another 
life. We wonder what will you choose? 
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Homies in the street want to fight 

Homies in cars want to do drive-bys 

Yeah it's a cool world 

When you think about cars and money 

And a beautiful honey 

but when you in the pen-it ain't nothin' nice 

Not even a glass of water and ice 

You see homies by the wall playin' wit' dice 

Yeah, I got one word for you son, "Don't drop the soap or 

else you get a big surprise 

when a couple of guys are standing on both of your 

sides 

you don't know what to do you're scared 

it's just like a "nightmare". 

-Jacob 

From The Beat: So we ask, "Is it worth it?" Are the cars, the money 
and the girls worth the time you spend locked up? There is a way to 
achieve happiness and success in life without sacrificing your freedom 
and ultimately your life. Listen to the wise advice of those trying to 
help you better yourself and spare the pain of learning the hard way. 
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Who Am I? 



To me, I feel like a demon of the past 

I can't let go of my mother-that had past away 

Every day that put me through pain 

Made me what I am today 

So I would use the Lord's name in vain 

And it would still be another day in pain 

I would have to say as time would go by 

And the years would fly 

I could feel the anger and hate that I would hide 

Inside 

But most of all I would hide the pain 

That would make me use the Lord's name in vain 

So I would ask the same question that was asked today 

"Who are You?" 

-Angel 

From The Beat: It is interesting that you would ask the question "Who 
am I?" to yourself, to the universe, to God.. .not settling for life, your 
emotional state sk% it is. You are suffering from the loss of your mother 
and we have no esk%y answers to rid you of your pain. Your anger and 
aching %skAne%% are understandable and a part of the grieving process. 
Time may not necessarily heal the pain, but we believe that you can 
face life holding her love in your heart to guide you in your decisions, 
even when you miss her so. We wonder what your mother's desires for 
her son would be (were). What gifts/talents did she pass on to you? 
We encourage you to gather strength to live your life in a way that ivill 
honor your mother and cause her to smile often. 



Me 
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I want to do good 

I know I should 

It's just so hard to pull away 

I always change my mind and stay 

It's not good, drugs and violence 

Sometimes I think I should just live in silence 

But that's no way to go 

You have to mean it and let it show. 

Actions speak louder than words they say. 

And I want to show it in every way, 

I have my sights set high, 

I know I cannot lie, 

I'm going to be the best I can be. 

Which is me! 

-T-dizzle 

From The Beat: As human beings, it is in our nature to resist change, 
and a lifestyle change can be the hardest change of all. However, the 
longer you stick to it, the easier it gets. We encourage you to push 
through that initial period of resistance because it will be worth it in 
the end. 



^ 




-/rA/V#>^V ^SS^SSV#//////A 



Loved Ones 



The people that's always there for you are what you call 
loved ones 

You put your family and your friends over money and 

guns. 

Your family and friends will be with you until the end of 

time 

They will be on your side even if you commit a crime. 

They are always there when no ones by your side, 

they're some like your homies. They're always down to 

ride. 
They're the ones you call on to keep you on your feet 
When you feel like giving up, they get you back on the 

beat. 

-Ruru 

From The Beat: Family can be our greatest source of support through 
the hard times, but it's easy to taice advantage of the fact that they 
will always be there. Live your life in such a way that shows them how 
much you love them by your actions. Don't push their limits of love and 
forgiveness by doing wrong. 



Remain Detained 
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I'm 



"This juvenile is to remain detained..." 

I'm shocked, but at the same time outraged, 

I have to go back into this same damned cage. 

I really want to change, but no one can comprehend 

ready to do the right thing. 

It's not at all pretend. I'm ready to go to school. 

I'm done running away. 

'Cause it extremely, solidly hit me 

When your honor said "This juvenile is to remain 

detained" 
All my hopes are crushed and my dreams remain 
obscure. 
My heart is really broken and my soul is really torn 
I want to be set free like a lion in a cage 
Sadness turns into depression and depression into rage 
So here I'm back in court, with me a lot has changed. J 
But yet again my dreams are crushed. I 

Six words... "This juvenile is to remain detained!" I 

-Jasmine 

From The Beat: Jasmine, you write a picturesque piece of the emotional 
angst one experiences when facing something out of one's control. 
What would you have to do to gain more control in your life? l 



You Have A Choice 



Something needs to be done about how our younger 
generation is getting things done. Not doing things right 
making anger turn into spite. We're doing things wrong 
'cause we're not listening to the words of wisdom of the 
grown. We're taking in the bad as something good, not 
learning from it, and thinking life's unfair. We're wrong. 
Open your eyes and realize not everything's a mistake; 
you have a choice. Learn from the bad to create your 
own good. Why end up in jail and basically hand them 
your rights? You have the choice, so why ruin your life? 
Create your own path with goals, get your education, 
follow your dreams and forget all those demons. Don't 
let any of them bring or take you down. 

-Nikki 

From The Beat: The power of choice is miraculous. You are already 
doing something about the younger generation's way.. .you're speaking 
up. That's a start. To be someone young and give positive advice to 
other young people makes it more meaningful than if it were an elder. 
You ask, "Why ruin your life?" Well.. .people ruin their lives sometimes 
because unfortunately it's easier to take the easy route, it's easier to 
hit that 'easy button'. You're right, youngsters don't: listen to elders 
anymore, learn from mistakes the first time and they take bad things 
for good things (i.e. drugs). But, taking the easy way out puts you at a 
dead end on 'Rock Bottom Lane'. Listen to Nikki.. .open your eyes and 
realize! 
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Some people may ask me when they want me to introduce 
myself. My reply to them is always a hardworking, fun 
loving young man with goals. This is what I said before I 
got into the street life. You know that two D.s: "Drinking 
and Drugs". Living life in the fast lane was fun for awhile. 
Having a different girl every time I left a kick-back. In 
case you didn't know, it's all fun and fames until you get 
locked up. 

If you ask who I am now, I'm still locked up, but when 
I get out, I'm focusing on my goals. If you ask me "who 
are you?"; I'll tell you "a chef. Someone who enjoys 
cooking and someone who doesn't do the two D's no 
more. Finally, someone who gave up the fast life to have 
a better one. 

-Joseph 

From The Beat: interesting Joseph. We are pleased to hear you haven't 
lost your hope and your vision for your life. What got you off track 
initially? Was it a desire for fun and fame only? Sometimes what seems 
like fun is only an illusion masked by the clouds we place in front of 
us. Working towards your goals isn't always fun, but it sounds like 
you are desiring something deeper, like personal peace and a sense of 
fulfillment. Hopefully you will find a healthy balance that includes J 
work and fun at the right times with the right people. I~| 



I Am A Dad 



I'm afraid to lose my baby girl because she means the 
world to me. If I lose her, I think my life would just be 
over. My baby girl is the only reason that I'm still alive. 
She has changed me. Ever since the first day she was 
born, I knew that I had to stop doing what I was always 
doing. If I didn't, she would grow up without a dad-like I 
did and I don't want that. 

-Gilbert 

From The Beat: There is a saying that taking on responsibility is 
what makes one a man or woman. What do you believe it means to 
be responsible? Active love and acting responsibly may challenge you 
to take a new and uncertain path. We encourage you to be open to 
learn and love, so that your relationship with your child will grow and 
blossom with love and respect. 
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M]f Dilemma Is My Dad 
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Well I have to say, I quit on my dad because I was so mad 
at him for lying to me when I was 10 years old and he left 
me. 

And when I was 14 year old, he came back in to my 
life for a minute, and I quit on him without really ever 
giving him a chance. 

Well now that I'm locked up at 17 years old over a 
really stupid mistake with my boyfriend, he wants to be 
part of my life, and forgive me for pushing him out of my 
life, because I was mad at him. 

He has changed, and now he is wanting to help me 
change. That is something I really need right now. 

Family is something I never had growing up. I need 
that or life is just going to get harder for me. Because I 
never have no one tell me "No" or "Don't do that". So now 
I get to have that, and it is something I need to make my 
life better. And I thank God for this chance. I think a lot 
of kids, or teens (my bad) need that, so don't take it in a 
bad way. Believe it or not, it will help you out a lot later 
on down the road. Take it from someone that has been 
through it personally. 

-Kimi 

From The Beat: Kimi, you give us pause to stop and examine our own 
lives. Sometimes people in our lives are like boomerangs. They may 
leave, but will find usually find there way back, if the relationship is 
worth keeping. Your willingness to not only forgive your father, but 
to accept his guidance and be accountable to him is amazing. Your 
father is lucky to have you for a daughter. If you continue forward 
with this outlook and attitude, we imagine will grow as a person and 
a daughter. 
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A Second Life 



Held in captivity 

Held here to protect ourselves as well as others 

We're kept here under constant surveillance, 24/7, it 

never quits 

From the day of your arrival, till the day you depart 

From sunrise to sunset, behind locked doors 

Nowhere to go, don't like it? Too bad! 

Can't do the time? Don't commit the crime 

It's a never - ending cycle 

Old faces and the new, they're all the same 

Most find their way back in, one way or another 

If you can't handle the pressure 

Change your ways 

You have been given an opportunity, use your second 

chance 

Take it or leave it 

Its your decision 

Make it wisely for it can haunt you for the rest of your 

life 

So take a moment to reflect on it 

Listen to your heart 

It will guide you on your path 

Take it, that's why you're here. 

From The Beat: Is this advice for others? Why are you here? We hope 
you've realized "it's your decision" and it'll "guide you on your path," so 
"Maice it wisely for it can haunt you." 



A Wish 
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One time my little brother had a birthday and I was up 
in here, and wish that I could get out of here and that my 
brother would hold his head up and stay cool. 

Wish that I can see him soon and give him something, 
but I'm in here and hope he don't think I don't care about 
him. I am sad because I am in here and his birthday was 
on April 5th, and I wish that my life would get better. I 
wish my brother ok, and my mother gets through with 
what she needs to get done and that I get out soon so I 
can start a new life again with my mom and brothers and 
sisters. I also wish them all good luck. 

- Lil' D 

From The Beat: Lil' D, listen to your words, and ask yourself one question. 
Is it worth it? You're concerned about what your brother thinks and the 
wellbeing of your mother, yet you're out doing what ever you want with 
no concern for your own safety or for the law. 
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Craziness In My Head 
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I shut a seven foot door gray and heavy 

With a tile floor beneath me 

Going crazy 

Cause I'm not able to see out side the doors above me 

Or inside my cell 

Just out the window I shall see 

Breathing heavy 

Reminiscing on the things I lost and forgetting 

Going insane 

Feels like the walls are crumbling on me 

Thinking about the laws 

There trying to drown on I 

But forgot it wanting to put it in the past 

Click, flnally I can get out of this room at last 

-Thomas 

From The Beat: It's not easy to have to stay in a cell when you don't 
want to be in there. Now that you know what it% like to loose what 
you care for, and what the feeling is behind that %oien foot gray door. 
Change your ways before it becomes a life long stay with that tile floor 
beneath you. 
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In M]f Hood 



In my hood I see all my raza getting down and on 

themselves. 

It feels like all news reporters could do is refer to us 

who live in low income housing or are barely making our 

rent 

as minorities, but honestly all of us minorities are the 

majority. 

We sit here living our life in all lies 

we don't know when or where to turn to for help, 

and when we ask the news reporters to write 

of how those minorities in poverty need help 

but all we get is the cold shoulder and we keep on 

asking for help. These news reporters keep on saying 

our story is getting older and older. 

-Lil' Lonely 

From The Beat: You complain about being a minority, yet you don't 
sound like your willing to step up to the plate and make a change. A 
change not just for you but for your people "the minorities", there are 
many people such sk% yourself that are more then willing to complain 
and point fingers, but you're not willing to make a stand and make a 
change. Stop complaining and step up to the plate for your people, 'The 
Minority". 
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My Crazy Is Different Than Yours 

To every one it's different until you are trapped, stuck 
in a place missing freedom friends and more important 
family. You learn to appreciate the way the wind blows, 
sleeping in your own bed, eating homemade cooked 
meals. Just the little things that seem like nothing, more 
then you can even think, but when you are in here all you 
can do is sit and hope for days to pass until you can be 
free. 

-Adam 

From The Beat: It's amazing what a person misses when their freedom is 
taken away. Remember it's all about choices. 



This System 
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What drives me crazy is these CO's 

They talk to us like pimps talk to they hoes 

It makes me hurt inside because I can't slap 'em 

On the outs they scared to talk smack 'cause we'll 

attack 'em 

It drives me crazy can't leave there no way to escape 

Foods nasty you either starve or eat what's on yo' plate 

In my cell thinking man I wish I never caught that case 

God if you let me out promise to change my ways. 

It drives me crazy that my homies out there havin' a ball 

Call 'em on the collect phone no one accepting my calls 

It makes me feel stupid that I went on the run 

But I wasn't thinkin' 'bout that when I was out there 

hangin' 

Can't eat what you want can't see who you wany to see 

Have to be told when to shower get up and eat 

Can't put the blame on no one it's all on me 

And that's what drives me crazy in JDC 

-Da Bay Gurl 

From The Beat: You talk about your homies in a good way, yet none 
will accept your collect call? They don't sound like a friends, yet you 
continue to praise your "homies" and you refer to the CO's sk% pimp^, yet 
all there doing is their job. You know very little of these CO^, but your 
more then ready to attack them on the out's? This way of thinking will 
only get you one of two out comes. Jail, or death. 
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Lo Oue Me Hace Sentir Especial 
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Lo que a mi me hace tan especial es pasarla con mi 
familia en mi cumpleafios. 

Esta segunda vez que entre aqui en la carcel, cumpli 
afio en el comienzo de Mayo. No es lo mismo pasarla 
encerrado en la carcel que afuera con mi familia, con un 
pastelito, con los amigos, y en la comunidad. Yo se que 
pasar un cumpleafio encerrado aqui en la carcel. 

From The Beat: Por lo menos ya sabes lo que es pasarla aqui encerrado 
en eventos especiales. ^Estaras aqui para la proxima? 

What Makes Me Feel Very Special 

What makes me feel very special is to spend it with my 
family in my birthday. 

This second time I came here in jail, I spend my 
birthday in here in the begging of May. It's not the same 
thing to spend your time locked up than spending it with 
your family with a cake, friends, and in your community. 
I know how it is to spend a birthday locked up. 

-Denis, San Francisco 

From The Beat: At least you know how it is to spend it here in special 
events. Would you be here for the next one? 



Li Oie Me Tieie loci 
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Lo que me esta volviendo loco es que no puedo ver a mi 
morra quiene estubo cumpliendo afios y no pude estar con 
ella. Me siento muy mal por eso. 

Atravez de este mensaje, les quiero decirle a los homies 
que dejen de hacer cosas malas para que puedan estar con 
las personas que mas aman. 

Yo qusiera retroceder el tiempo para ser un vato normal 
y ya no andar en las calle haciendo maldades. Solo te haces 
dafio a ti mismo. 

Este tiempo que he pasado aqui me ha cambiado de 
pensar. 

Cuando saiga, no quiero serguir a mis amigos ya que 
por la compania de ellos estoy encerrado aqui. No se cuando 
voy a salir por eso les digo a todos mis homies qe dejen las 
pandillas y piensen en sus madres, a todas las personas que 
queremos, y hastas las mismas personas que nos lleban a 
pandillas. 

from The Beat: Nos parece bien que estes pensando en alejarte de 
todas las malas influencias que te han llebado a este lugar. Tambien 
esperamos que ellos sigan tus consejos y que escuchen de alguien quien 
esta experimentando las consecuancias de algunos errores. ^Cuales son 
tus planes unsk vez que saigas de aqui? £Has pensado en eso? Es muy 
importante! 

What's Making Me Crazy 

What's making me crazy is that I can't see my lady who had 
her birthday and I couldn't be with her. I feel bad for that. 

Through this message, I want to tell my homies to stop 
doing bad things, so they can't be with the people they love. 

I wish I could turn back time, to be a normal guy and 
stop doing bad things, because you only hurt yourself. 

This time I have spent here has helped me to think 
differently. 

When I get out, I don't want to follow my friend because 
I'm here due to them. I don't know when I'm going to get 
out, and that's why I'm saying this to all my friends to stop 
hanging with gangs, and to think about their mothers, those 
we love, and even those who bring us into gangs. 

-Anderson (Cangri), San Francisco 
From The Beat: It's sounds good to u% that you are thinking in avoiding 
those bad influences that helped to bring you here. We hope they 
follow your advice and to listen from someone who is paying off the 
consequences of mistakes. What are your plans once getting out of 
here? Have you thought about it? \tt very important. 



Siempre Soiie De Ti 
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Siempre sone con tenerte a mi lado 

Y hoy que es asi, me siento afortunado 

Pues veo realizado mi fantasia de amor 

Valio la pena esperar por esta ilusion 

de tenerte muy cerca y sentir tu respirar 

Siempre sofie que tu vendrias a mi 

Y hoy que es asi, me siento tan feliz 

Creo estar sofiando cuando tii me besas asi! 

Hoy no puedo dormir pues me hace falta tu caricia 

me hace falta tu mirar 

Estoy ciego de amor y no lo puedo negar 

Pues me enamore de una munequita 

con un cuerpo sin igual 

me dejo sin palabras 

Ni nada de que hablar 

Siempre sofie que tu vendrias a mi 

y hoy que es asi, me siento tan feliz 

Creo estar sofiando cuando tu me besas asi! 

A esta munequita no la puedo olvidar 

Siempre conmigo te quiero tener pero mas 

cosas han pasado en nuestro camino. 

Pues no me importa porque se que estas a mi lado 

enamorados, sentados juntos, abrazados, 

besandote los labios 

^Sientes que te amo? 

Quiero que sepas que el amor por ti es de 

adeveras mija. 

^No ves me salen lagrimas por tanto que te adoro? 

Betty tii sabes que yo por ti, hasta el inflnito podria ir. 

Siempre sofie que tu vendrias a mi y hoy que es asi me 

siento tan feliz. 

Creo estar sofiando cuando tu me besas asi. 

From The Beat: ^Donde esta e%sk chica tan especial? No la podemos ver. 
Se nota que e%sk chica te tiene bien loco. Si e%sk es la chica que realmente 
quieres, lucha por ella, pero afueras de este lugar. Que lindo poema! 
Tienes un gran telento. No lo heches a perder. 

I Always Dreamt Of You 

I always dreamt of having you by my side, 
and today that I have you, I feel lucky 

I see my fantasy of love a reality 

It was worth it to wait for this illusion 

To have you near me and feel your breathing 

I always dreamt that you would come to me 

And today that I have you, I feel happy 

I think I'm dreaming when you kiss me like this! 

Tonight I can't sleep, I miss your caress 

And I miss your look 

I am blind of love and I can't deny it 

I feel in love with a babe doll 

With a body with no comparison 

I am left with no words 

And nothing to say 

I always dreamt that you would come to me 

And today that I have you, I feel very happy 

I think I'm dreaming when you kiss me like this! 

I can't forget this babe doll 

I always want to keep you with me 

A lot of things have happened in our road 

But I don't care because I know you're by my side 

In love, sitting together, hugging each others and kissing 

your lips. 

Can you feel how much I love you? 

I want you to know that my love for you is true my babe. 

Don't you see I'm shedding tears because I adore you? 

Betty, you know that for you, I would go to the infinity. 

I always dreamt that you would come to me 

And today that I have you, I feel very happy 

I think I'm dreaming when you kiss me like this! 

-Lil' Chilango, Santa Clara 
From The Beat: Who is this special girl? We can't see her. If you really 
love this girl, fight for her love, but out of here. This is a nice poem. 
Can you write u% another related to your life? You have a big talent. 
Don't waste it. 
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Unas De Las Cosas Mas Duras 
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Unas de las cosas mas duras es pasar tu cumpleafio en 
la carcel, estar lejos de los seres queridos, estar sin tus 
padres, y alguien muy especial. Estar lejos de la personas 
que mas amas. 

Estar fuera de tu pais, es muy triste. 

Estar feliz en un cumpleafios es algo muy bonito. 

Quisiera estar con mi padre en mi vida. 

From The Beat: Claro que es bien triste estar lejos de las personas que 
uno quiere. Por e%sk razon deberias de aprender de tu experiencia y 
mantenerte afuera. 

One Of The Hardest Things 

One of the hardest is to spend your birthday to jail, be 
away from your loved ones, and be without your parents, 
somebody very special, and the person you love the 
most. 

To be away from your country is sad. 

To be happy in a birthday is something beautiful. 

I wish to have my father with me in my life. 

-Dixon, San Francisco 

From The Beat: Of course, it's very sad to be away from the people you 
love. For that reason, you should learn from this experience and stay 
out. 
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Admire a Mi Padre 



Yo admiro a mi padre porque me ha ensefiado a entender 
que todo en la vida no es color de rosa. El me ensefio lo 
bonito que es tener el carifio de un padre. 

From The Beat: £Te enseno a no meterte en problemas? £A ignoralos? £Y 
tu que le has demostrado? 



I Admire My Father 



I admire my father because he taught me to understand 
that everything that shines is gold. He showed me how 
beautiful it is to have the love of a father. 

-No Name, San Francisco 

From The Beat: Did he show you not to get into trouble? Avoid them? 
£Y tu que le has ensenado? 






Nunca Pude Tener Una Fiesta De Cnmpleailos 

Que ondas. Mi nombre es Ernesto. Bueno yo les quiero 
contar que yo nunca pude tener una fiesta de cumpleafios 
porque eramos demaciado pobres como para darnos el 
lujo de que me celebraran una fiesta. 

Este afio que paso mi cumpleafios la pase muy triste 
porque la pase solo sin nadie de mi familia que estuviera 
ahi para decirme, "feliz cumpleafios" que es en principio 
de Octubre. Yo lo que mas quiero estar con mi famailia. 

From The Beat: Sentimos mucho que no hayas podido celebrar algun 
cumpleano feliz. Ya vendran muchos mas, pero deberias de esperarlos 
afuera de aqui. 

I Never Had A Birtday Party 

What's up! My name is Ernesto. Well I want to share that 
I never had a birthday party because we were very poor to 
give us the privilege of celebrating a party. 

Last birthday I spent it sad because I was alone 
without having someone to tell me, "happy birthday" 
which was at the beginning of October. What I want the 
most is to be with my family. 

-Ernesto, San Francisco 

From The Beat: We are sorry that you didn't have the chance to celebrate 
one birthday. There will be many more to come and to enjoy, so wait for 
them out of here. 



I I 



U 



Lo Que Me Aflije 
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Lo que mas me aflije a mi estando aqui es no poder ver a 
mi madre y a mis hermanos. Yo solo quiero salir de aqui 
para ir a ver a mi mama. La extrafio mucho. 

Solo le pido a Dios que me de fuerzas para seguir 
adelante y cambiar mi vida. Quiero empezar de nuevo, sin 
drogas, sin nada, y poder ir a la escuela. Ya no quiero vivir 
asi. Solo quiero una oportunidad mas para poder cmabiar 
mi vida y para poder estar con mi mama como antes. 

From The Beat: Sabemos que ^sk no te encuentras en esta carcel, y 
sabemos que ya estas con tu madre. Si llegas a recibir esto, que no se te 
olvide lo que sufristes adentro. Mantente lejos de las malas amistades 
que te puedan traer aqui. sBuena suerte! 



What Gets IHe Sad 



What gets me sad in here is not being able to see my 
mother and brothers. I just want to get out of here to see 
my mother. I miss her so much. 

I just ask God to give me the strength to continue 
moving ahead and to change my life. I want to start over, 
without drugs, and be able to go to school. I don't to live 
like this. I just want another opportunity to change my 
life and be with my mother like before. 

-Ximena, San Francisco 

From The Beat: We know that you're no longer in juvenile and now 
you are happy with your mother. If you get a chance to read this, don't 
forget what you went through in here. Keep yourself away from bad 
friends that bring you back in here. Good luck! 
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Este Luoar 

Lo que me esta volviendo loco es estar aqui encerrado. 
Estos vatos no los dejan hacer nada. Todo el tiempo se la 
pasan dando ordenes y por nada te dan tiempo. Ni modo 
hay que aguantarse. 

Ojala algiin dia pueda salir de este encierro, pero 
presiento que si no me sacan, me voy a volver loco. 

La verdad es que no le deseo a nadie que venga a parar 
aqui porque se le vienen muchas cosas malas a la mente, 
cosas estupidas. 

From The Beat: ^Quien dijo que la juvenile es un hotel de 5 estrellas? 
Este es un lugar donde te tienen que en%enskt a ser deciplinado. Tambien 
te da el tiempo para que pienses sobre las cosas que estas haciendo 
mal. 



Tiiis Piace 



What's making me crazy is being in this place locked up. 
These people won't let me do anything. They spend all 
the time giving us orders and giving us room time over 
nothing. Too bad, we have to deal with it. 

Maybe one day I leave this place, but I had the feeling 
that I'm going to go crazy if they don't get me out. 

The truth is that I don't wish this to anyone because 
a lot of bad thoughts circulate your head, stupid things. 

-Chamuco, San Francisco 

From The Beat: Who says juvenile hall was a 5 star hotel? This is a 
place to desalinate you. It can also give you the time to think about the 
things you are doing ivrong. 
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La Verdad 



La verdad es que algunos de nosotros los jovenes 
nacemos en lugares donde hay mucho crimen, maras, y 
lugares de mucha corrupcion. 

La verdad es que la misma pobreza es lo que obliga 
a uno a hacer ese tipo de cosas como robar para poder 
comer, o algo. 

Lo que me vuelve loco, es no estar con la persona 
que mas quiero, mi madre y mi novia. Aunque yo este 
feliz y no este con ella, me siento como loco. 

Estar encerrado desespera a uno y lo vuelve loco a 
uno mentalmente. Queremos estar afuera de aqui para 
poder relajarnos, poder despejar la mente y estar con 
quien uno tanto quiere. 

Si, Unas de las cosas mas duras es pasar tu cumpleafios 
en un lugar como este porque uno desea celebrarlo con la 
familia, con nuestros amigos, y seres querido. 

Mi mejor fiesta de cumpleafios fue cuando estaba 
pequefio, mi mama, mis amigos y seres querido me dieron 
regalos, los abri y luegos los guarde con bastante carifio y 
amor. 

From The Beat: Desforutadamente hay lugares donde todo lo que hay 
alrededor esta rodeado de puras negatividades. La solucion es alejarse 
lo que uno mas pueda de eso para prevenir meterse en problemas. Eso 
es lo que tienes que hacer para poder estar con las personas que mas 
queires. Podrias repetir actividades divertidas en tu vida si quisieras. 



The Truth 



The truth is that some of us are born in places where 
there is a lot of crimes, gangs, and corrupted places. 

The truth is that poverty is what obligates us to do 
things like stealing to be able to eat or something. 

What drives me crazy is not being with the person 
I love, like my mother and girlfriend. Even though I am 
happy and I'm not with her, I feel like crazy. 

To be locked up, desperate us and make you crazy 
mentally. We want to get out to be relaxed, to fresh our 
minds and be with the ones we love. 

Yes, one of the hardest thing is to spend your birthday 
in places like this one because you want to celebrate it 
with your family, our friends and loved ones. 

My best birthday party was when I was young, my 
mother, my friends and loved ones gave me gifts, I opened 
them, and put them away with much appreciation. 

-Francisco, San Francisco 

From The Beat: Unfortunately there are places surrounded with a lot of 
negativities. The solution would be to stay away from those places to 
prevent getting into trouble. That's what you need to do to be with the 
people you love. Are you willing to do that for those you love? You can 
repeat more fun activities in your life if you wrant. 
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El Cumpleaiio Mas Triste 
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El cumpleafios mas triste que he pasado ha sido cuando 
murio mi papa hace unos afios. Solo me la paso Uorando 
y con ancias de ver el covarde que lo hizo. 

Tal vez a ustedes no les importe lo que le voy a decir. 
A mi papa lo mataron enfrente de mi y pase tres afios 
preso por eso. No se lo deseo a nadie. 

From The Beat: Sentimos mucho que hayas pasado por una experiencia 
tan grande. Tienes que dejar las cosas en manos de la justicia o que la 
vida se encargue de esto. La revancha no te va a quitar tu dolor y traerte 
a tu padre otra vez. Si este terrible evento no lo puedes superar, deberia 
de buscar ayuda profesional que te ayude. 

The Saddest Birthday 

The saddest birthday I have lived was when my dad got 
killed a few years ago. Ever since it happen, I have spent 
my time crying with the desires of seeing the guy who 
did this. 

Maybe you don't care what I'm going to say, but my 
dad got killed in front of me. And that's why I spent a few 
years locked up over this. I don't wish this to happen to 
anyone. 

-Tavo La Vacha, San Francisco 

From The Beat: We are sorry that you experience such as horrible 
experience. You have to leave things in the hands of justice or let life 
take care of it. Revenge won't help you take away the pain or bring you 
dad back, if can't overcome from this terrible event, we suggest you to 
look for professional help. 
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The End Of The Tunnel 



I can finally see the end of the tunnel. I've been coming in 
and out of the hall for quite some time. Been on probation 
since before my teen years. But on September 7th, 2008, 
I will not only be released, I will be eighteen. 

I will be an adult, and have to take real responsibility 
for my actions. It will no longer be this kitty slap on the 
wrist. Even though I've done some time, it will be the big 
house from here on out — somewhere I don't plan on 
going to. I've been running down this tunnel for quite 
some time. I finally see the end. 

-Freddy 

From The Beat: Moving from childhood to adulthood is a process that 
occurs at different rates for different people (and for some, never 
happens at all). So, we don't think it^ your age that makes you stn 
adult, it's how you think and how you step up to your responsibilities. 
We have watched you mature through your writing, and we see the 
responsible adult you're becoming. Of course, that irresponsible child 
still lives in us, even after we take on our adult lives, but from that 
vantage point, we are able to keep our child under control. We're proud 
of you, Freddy! 



The Meaning Of My Aztec Dreams 

They ask the meaning of my dreams 

I dream about being an Aztec 

Colored, not black and white scenes that I see 

I think my ancestors are sending me some kind of 

message 

About my generation being emperors and kings 

Sometimes I'm playing a fiute sitting high on top of a 

pyramid 

Watching the sun move 

I travel through pyramids and temples 

And when me and my people go to war with other 

Indians 

I could feel my body tremble 

Sacrificial festivals, enemies being dragged up by the 

throne 

I chop off heads and my fellow warriors rip out their 

hearts 

Cutting up until you could see their bloody insides and 

bones 
My people yelling and screaming as heads roll down the 

steps 

I guess the people I was sacrificing were Mayans, and 

when one stepped up 

The clouds seemed to move and the sun shown 

I guess these people were related and we united and the 

rest became Aztecs 

And we grew strong 

I found out the Mayan I was going to kill was my cousin 

and I made him an Aztec ruler 

We stood high on top of a pyramid 

Next to our thrones were our wives and children 

We looked across Tenochtitlan (the city of the Aztec 

gods) 

We spotted an eagle soaring across the land 

In that moment I awoke 

-Lil' Keeks 

From The Beat: Wow! Wow! What a magnificent — but also tragic — 
dream. Magnificent in the memories of Aztec greatness it evokes; tragic 
in the loss of that greatness. The disappearance of the Aztec Civilization 
is one of history's biggest mysteries, but maybe it was related to Aztec 
killing flisK^skn, cousin killing cousin, brother killing brother. And that 
only reminds u% of the ongoing tragedy on the streets of today — black 
killing black, brown killing brown, and a generation of young men 
disappearing. 



Alley Cat 
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I'm just a Redwood City cat, born into the streets. 

I'm like those ghetto alley cats you see walking the 

streets at night. 

I'm just trying to get my next meal, hungry from all my 

struggling. 

I mark my turf with carvings on the wall. I fight for my 

cause. 

I meet a girl once in a while, then I'm gone into the 

night. 

I got no home, so the streets are my place. 

I stay away from the undercover dogs, always on the 

lookout for my kind. 

Humans look at me as a pest and kick me to the curb. 

But they don't know what's in my mind, the struggling I 

go through to survive. 

I'm proud for what I am: another alley cat, trying to 

survive in a dog's world — 

Eat what I got, sleep when I can, and fight to survive. 

Redwood City gets lonely at night, that's why I like the 

darkness. 

But I'm a cat stuck in a cage. 

I'm full of rage because my book won't change its page. 

So I'm stuck in this evil stage. 

-L 

From The Beat: Left alone, the alley cat (feral cat) will only grow more 
wild and desperate, returning to its semi-wild state. But that same cat, 
brought in from cold and fed and nurtured, will learn to trust and love 
again, turning back into a house cat that purrs sk% its caressed. But, 
like the alley cat, the transition cannot happen without a hand that 
reaches out, which is why we continue to encourage you to seek that 
helping hand. You have so much to offer, so much good inside you. it's 
not too late. 



Trapped Demons 
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My mentality is going crazy 'cause of the trapped 

demons in my head 

Just kicking back in my cell laying down in my bed 

Thinking about of what I could be doing on the outs 

I used to think smoking dope and sippin' drank was 

what I was all about 

But doin' drugs didn't get me anywhere but one place... 

the hall 

Can't even see my parents for a visit; the only way to 

reach them is every Sunday I wait to give them a call 

I can't believe I got myself into all this mess 

But now that I think about it, I need to put my problems 

to a rest 

I'm sorry, God, for what I done and committed 

I wasn't thinkin' about the situation while I was in it 

Ever since I hit the hall at age of a young teen, I've put 

my mom through hella shhh 
Now that I look back, I already know that life's not fit 

I'm sorry I ended up like tiiis in the first place 
Every time a cop pulls me over, it's all because of my 

race 

Ignoring people I love, thinkin' they're my enemies 

Smoking chops, cruisin', singing my favorite remedies 

It's fun at first, but it doesn't bring joy 

Remembering the times when I was just a little boy 

No one to tell me what to do or what to say 

Just to let you know this damn cell has me going insane 

-Lil' Laylow 

From The Beat: You may think you're going insane, but what you've 
written tells u% that you are thinking more like a man than a boy in a 
very %sine way. The tears your mom has cried for you will turn to smiles 
if you continue to push yourself forward, becoming the responsible man 
both you and your mom know you can be. 
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Forgive Me 

Forgive me mom for making you suffer and go through 

some pain 
I regret it because life without you would never be the 

same 
I used to come home only to find you praying that we 

were safe, alive and unharmed 

You are a mother of five boys that are handsome and 

charmed 

I wouldn't do anything to make you alarmed 

You are a hard working woman who is very independent 

Because no matter how or when, you've always managed 

to pay the rent 
You cared for me even when I was zuited (high) and bent 

(drunk) 

There is a lot I have to be grateful and thankful for 

Like you gave birth to me and raising me in this world 

You made me feel good and never acted cold 

You really are a great mom and can understand me a lot 

Like the time I was drunk and I got caught 

When I got in a fight and almost got shot 

I love you and hope that you can forgive 

Dedicated to my lovely moms deuce, Vicenta Chavez 

-Lil' Chapa 

From The Beat: Of course your moms forgives you. That's the nature of 
being a mom (or a real dad), that you always love your children, even 
when they disappoint you. She raised you to be a responsible man, and 
this poem tells us (and her) that you're ready to take on that difficult 
role. Now, do the things you know will make her (and you) proud! 



I I 



Recirrent Niihtmare 
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For a long time in my life, I used to always have this 
particular dream, a dream that seemed too real. I would 
feel the cold metal around my wrists. The pressure would 
be so tight it would seem as though the blood circulation 
through my body was cut off. I would be in a cell like 
those ones in the movie, so small I wouldn't be able to 
spread my arms out. I would be stopped by the shortage of 
the walls, locked up in confinement. The breeze running 
through the air would bring a nasty chill up my spine. 

I would be there in that cell all alone, while outside 
my room would be my family. It was like I could see them 
living their life from my small and only part of my world. 
But they wouldn't be able to see me locked alone, so 
lonely without them, just sitting and observing all the 
things I would be missing in a split second. 

I would be woken only to wake up in a cell. ... My rage 
would build as the thoughts of my dream ran through my 
mind. Oh, how I wish this dream were gone. 

-Freddy 

From The Beat: Oh, hoiv v/e iwish this dream iwere gone, too! But, of 
course, you know that the dream is a distorted reflection of your reality. 
So, for the dream to disappear, that part of your lifestyle likely to lead 
to a cell must also go. As we read your thoughtful pieces week after 
week, we feel certain that you already know this, and that as your life 
gets brighter, so will your dreams. 
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Not On The Road To Prison 

I don't think I am going to prison because what I did was 
a stupid mistake. My family and I know that I am going to 
college because I want to. I have been saving my money. I 
am in school, and I don't cat. I have a good life and I have 
learned my lesson. I am not on the road to prison! 

-Steven 

From The Beat: Such a simple declaration of intentions, Steven, but so 
uplifting and direct in its simplicity! "i am not on the road to prison!" We 
I believe you and wre applaud you. 
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Or My Soul 



Choice is no stranger to poverty 

Soul or government assistance 

16 in a juvenile hall with no path 

A young, unaddicted Black youth with a dream 

Instead, I am giving the ultimatum 

-Unsigned 
From The Beat: We're sorry you didn't put your name on this poem so 
we'd know who we are responding to. What is the ultimatum you refer 
to in the last line? 




A Change 
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I finally decided to change my life. I feel better now because I've been here for 
40 days and I'm hella bored up in this joint. But today I had my 3rd court date, 
and finally got sentenced to a group home to help me change my life. The thing 
is, this is my 2nd group home, so I messed up once. But they gave me another 
chance because I almost went to camp. 

But now I know. I realize and regret all the dumb things I did in the past. 
But if I mess up now, I will go to camp for a year. But I'm not going to mess up no 
more. I'm tired of seeing my family sad and my mom crying all the time. So I'm 
going to change for sure. So, I'm just going to complete my program, go home 
and get off probation and be free again. I've been doing this probation thing 
for three years and a half since I was into my teens. Now I'm going to be 17 in 
December, so hopefully I get through this and get my life together and have a 
better plan for myself. 

-Wino 
From The Beat: We wish you would spell out your plan for success with 
a few more examples. Tell us the things you're planning to do that you 
weren't doing before — and tell us the things you're planning not to do 
that you ivere doing before... 
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Harlball 



Everybody in the hall wants to play hardball for nothin' just because they see 
other people strugglin'. But they don't care about the people strugglin' and they 
still want to be like those people. They try their hardest to act hard, they really 
be soft and try to act like a certain group of people and start hating when they 
meet a real ninja. But I guess they want to learn the hard way. 

-Payne 
From The Beat: You may be right, but wouldn't it be more productive 
for you to focus on your own situation and let others focus on theirs? 
We're less interested in what "everybody in the hall" wants and more 
interested in what you want — and your plan for getting what you 
want. 



Back Behind Walls 



From 
work, 
here, 
hope 



I'm back behind these sealed doors 
Reminded about our present, past relationship 

It began, then ended at the end of 2007 
I'm getting aggravated with the same old gossip 

Being repeated over and over to me 

But then I figure out through one of my nephews 

That you loved and care for me! 

Now, since I know your true feelings 

Then, will you forgive me 

And give me another chance? 

-B Babil 
The Beat: Relationships require constant attention and care to 
. That can't happen sks long sks you allow yourself to be put back 
So, whether this person gives you that chance you want or not, we 
you give yourself another chance to keep yourself free! 
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Guns And Butter 



Everything in this world is based on guns and butta. Butta are the things you 
buy in this world, like cars, jewelry, clothes. You know, things that don't mean 
shhh after you buy it. The guns is the other stuff — stock markets, homes, 
painting... shhh with value, you know. It's all about guns and butta, baby. 

-Freddy 
From The Beat: The notion of "guns or butter" is a basic concept in 
economics, but it^ not quite sk% you describe it. "Butter" represents goods 
and services that we want and iiice, from our cars, clothes and homes 
to welfare, food stamps, and other services. "Guns" represent what we 
spend on security, like wars, prisons, jails, police and car alarms. The 
more we spend in one area, the less we have to spend in the other. One 
reason why we are experiencing such economic hard times is because 
the country is spending more and more on "guns" and less and less on 
"butter." 
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Introducing to the world: Freddy fuego, Cruzcito, Rika, MacAdam, Dome, and 
the one and only Baby Face Dee. Together, we form a fantastic bunch roUin' in 
the scraper, 22 inch rims, mobbin' through the Bay all day medicating. Two 15s 
knockin' in the trunk, candy painted Buick Regal, tinted windows, hot boxin' 
ourselves in. 

Music bumpin' as the car be jumpin' 

Gas break, dip, put the pedal to the metal 

Picking up girls along the say 

Only love 'em, then we leave 'em 

Those girls never here to stay 

Unless they filling up our pockets and they're always down to pay 

Bro's before those, that's what we like to say 

So, now you know how things around us go 

Don't like to play no games 

Either you're down to ride, or left aside 

Our way or the highway 

I'm on another level now, higher than I've ever been. My mind's expanding and 

I'm still standing, so best believe I'll never fall. 

-Freddy 
From The Beat: Little boys — not men — u%e little girls the way you 
describe here, which is why we think you're looking back on your child^ 
life from the vantage point of a more mature young man. It is that 
maturity that lets you celebrate your expanding mind, and it is your 
expanding mind that let's us know that you can go in stny direction 
you choose to move your life forward. We hope what you choose from 
now on moves you away from the system's control and puts you back in 
control of all your own decisions. 



Time To Change Tlie (iame 
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It all started April 20, 2004, when I began to smoke 'dro. The same day I tried 

out the white snow 

After three years it was hard for me to let it go 

Day after day I would snort Yay and continue to blow 

I kept getting locked up for violations, dirty pee test 

When I came to twisting, I was the best 

I used to be on the grind, so I had to wear a vest 

Thinkin' back at the 'good ol' days" when I used to invite my guest 

We would post in my jacket and hot box the hell out of it 

Moms use to come out and never tell me shhh 

After that, we'd go to Johnny's house, smoke again, and just sit 

They would ask me something, and two seconds later I would forget 

I would call my brother Chapa so he could deliver us pizzas 

Then, when we came up on some dank, we called up some senoritas 

I enjoyed those days because we had hella fun, and that's on sitas 

That was way back when I still had my white and black Addidas 

But now it's time to quit that shhh and get my edumacation 

Then get my degree so I can take a vacation 

Finally, I'ma quit playing games, especially Play Station. 

-Lil' Chapa 
From The Beat: This sweet remembrance — with a twist at the end — 
makes u% think of a passage in the Bible, 1 Corinthians 13:11: "When 
1 was a child, I spoke sk% a child, I understood sk% a child, I thought sk% a 
child: but when 1 became a man, 1 put away childish things." it% time. 



If I Don't Leave The Streets 
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My whole journey through this world has left me so confused 

Influencing me to gangbang and making me wanna use 

My life is what I'ma lose if I don't leave these streets Waking up every day 

hoping my heart just skips a beat 

Or just stops altogether 'cause I'm so tired of the struggle 

Trying to do good, but still getting in trouble 

-Dopey 
From The Beat: Just knowing that the "games" you've been playing can 
only lead to bad things puts you ahead of many others who still think 
they can do what they've always done without paying the price. When 
you say you're "trying to do good" what do you have in mind? What's 
your plan for success when you walk out of here? 



Gangsta Status 



Always lookin' over my shoulder, livin' the life of a young OG 

Stay lookin' for a new crime, thinkin' someone following me 

Always in the wrong place at the wrong time 

I stay strong, mess with people and always get mine 

Doing what I do and keep growing in the ranks 
But nothin' will make me happier than smoking dank 
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-Gee 



From The Beat: If you always get yours, then where are you putting it 
right now? Seeing where you are, it seems like you're living a fantasy 
life. Those "ranks" you keep growing in will only leave you deeper and 
deeper in the tank. 



On M) Wi) To Prism 
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I think I might end up in prison because I don't wanna change my ways. I 
don't think of what I do as crime. It's like what I do and I ain't ever gonna stop, 
whether I end up in the pen or not. 

Right now I might be facing YA, but I ain't trippin'. It's a 'hood thang. 

-Jimbo 
From The Beat: Going to prison isn't "a 'hood thing," it's a dumb thing 
because it's entirely preventable. You think you know what it's like to be 
a prisoner because you're in this little playland. We sure hope you grow 
up before you end up finding out what the reality of prison is like. You 
won't like it! 



Sweet Dreams 
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■ What my dreams mean are something that I want and really love. I have dreams 
of him and the last glance he gave me. I can't stop thinking of him. What's he 
doin'? Will he write me? I tell my mom to check the mail every day so I can see 
how's he doing. 

I have dreams of him hugging me and just kicking back in the homeland, 

LNicoya. I hope he's doing good, because all I dream about is him and being 
happy. Soon enough I'll be at his side, happy. 
-Anna 
From The Beat: sOjala que si! sDisfruta el gallo pinto! 



Acceptino Oor Pooishment 



Punishment has become an ongoing thing. I have learned how to adapt to my 
punishment and the consequences that I have to take. To me, I have learned 
how to go on with my punishment. 

With that said, is stay doing what I do with no hesitation. Never think twice 
on what I do. People I hang out with never know what to expect from me. 

I also always say, "If you can't stand the heat, get the hell out the kitchen." 
Shouldn't play with fire if you fools wanna stay cool. So to people that can't face 
the punishment, you shouldn't do what you do to get the punishment. 

We stay strong. 

-G Mickey 

From The Beat:? The biggest problem with your analysis is that the 
punishment that has not worked gets much harder that what you've 
experienced so far. Prison is a violent and dangerous and fearful world, 
so continue doing the things that ultimately lead to prison, we're willing 
to bet that your views of punishment will change, and you'll wish that 
I you had made some more mature choices. Don't wait until then. I 



J L 



Mr. Creeper 

What it is to creep, must be on toes even when you sleep 

Get caught up, but my homeboys got away, 5-Os question me 

I know the rules, so I don't speak 

For if you do, your respect, homeboy loyalty and connects is no longer yours 

to keep 

Real Gs know what I mean 

You catch me slippin', I say I seen no one, feel me 

I'm no eye witness, I'm a creeps 

Love to hold court on the streets 

This the way it should be if you think you down like Creeps 

Reality is it's not; fake people wanna mix with me 

Then run to the cops and tell on me 

I don't get it; damn, this shhh makes me so mad 

To see fools that was down hide out because they know they all bad 

It's sad, but can't have no hesitation 

You was my homeboy, but this is my fog generation 

And I will not sit back for no one to disgrace it 

-Creeper 
From The Beat: You write that "this is the way it should be," but we just 
can't understand why that is so. Can you explain why staying on your 
toes even while sleeping is the way things "should" be? What is it that 
you don't get? There will always be people willing to tell the authorities 
the stories they want to hear in exchange for light treatment — whether 
it's a six-yeai^old who breaks something but says his little brother did 
it, or whether it's the shooter testifying that the driver did the crime. 
It may make you mad, but it isn't going to change, whether you "get 
it" or not! If there's to be change, it has to be yours. Otherwise, expect 
more of the same. 
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Foggy Dream 

Creepin' in the fog with my mask on 

No one, not even I, know what I'm up to, for Creeper's mind is gone 

Smoked too many dogs; I'm gone go crazy 

My mind and heart are racing, no time for pacing 

Dogs got me violent; now I feel hella fast when it come to the chasin' 

I'm so high it became a movie, now I'm Jason 

So much fear of me, you forgot what you was sayin' 

Should have known Creeper off the dogs ain't playin' 

I can't help myself when the dog's foggy fog creeps in my mind 

You ask me if I'm fine, or that's what I hear 

The dogs are gone now; whose blood is that I see, yours or mine? 

It wasn't me; the dogs did the crime 

-Creeper 
From The Beat: There are two lines in this poem that beg for further 
action. The first is: "I'm gone go crazy," and the second is: "I can't help 
myself..." The first line tells u% that you need and want help. The second y 
tells us that it has to come from outside you. So, again, we urge you 
to write down some of the "symptoms" of your "craziness" and submit 
it to those in authority who can provide or find you the possible help 
you need. 



My Dream 



I dream the police don't like us because we are gang members or because we 
sag. They look at us like if we are monsters, but that can't do. I don't like cops, 
either, because they mess with us just 'cause they want. They think that they 
are the best. 

Then in one part of my dream, all the gang members get in a fight with the 
police, and we beat them, then watch the police back away. 

I always remember that dream. But then I wake up. 

-Duro 
From The Beat: Beating down the cops until they retreat is just what 
you said, a dream, not a reality. The cops will always have superior fire 
power and authority to overcome yours. So, the line we liice most in this 
piece is the last one: "I wake up." We sure hope that means not just from 
your dream, but from a way of living that can only lead to bad things 
for you and for your family. 
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"The simplest definition of major depression is sadness that does not end,' 
according to "An Invitation to Health," by Dianne Hales. The incidence of major 
depression has soared over the last two decades, especially among young 
adults. Major depression can destroy a person's joy for living. Food, friends, 
sex or any form of pleasure no longer appeals. It is impossible to concentrate 
on work and responsibilities. Unable to escape a sense of utter hopelessness, 
depressed individuals may fight back tears throughout the day and toss and 
turn through long, empty nights. Thoughts of death or suicide may push into 
their minds. 

Individuals with schizophrenia may hear, see, or feel things that do not 
exist, like a voice telling them to kill someone, a horrible face in the darkness, 
a monster's face in the window. Frightened and vulnerable, they may devote all 
their energy to warding off the demons within. Unable to take care of themselves, 
they may look messy and disheveled. They often move in unusual ways, such 
as rocking or pacing, or repeating certain gestures again and again. They may 
believe that someone or something, such as the devil, is putting thoughts into 
their heads or controlling their actions. 

-L. 
From The Beat: Either one of these mental conditions is enough to 
require professional help to deal with, or to face the possibility of 
surrendering your personality — your "self" — to the destructive forces 
of the illness. Dealing with both, at the same time, is a major challenge 
to sinyone. The fact that you have looked these words up and absorbed 
their meanings only confirms our belief that you know you need outside 
help. Both depression and schizophrenia are treatable with drugs and 
therapy. But without treatment, the suffering man disappears altogether 
into his disease. 



Say Goodbye To My Pool Wifey 

In a couple of days, we will be saying good-bye for the first time. I met you two 
months ago, and it feels like I been knowin' you all my life. Don't you forget I 
got you. I would've never thought I would be cool with China Girl. I'm from the 
streets; you from the suburbs. 

I love you to death. I'm sad to see you go. You keep me calm and out of 
trouble. I don't know what I'ma do. I'ma keep your words in mind, "It's not 
worth it." 

So I won't smash on nobody. I hope we gon' be tight for life. You my wifey 
for lifey, and I love you. Love, Pooh LaLa. 

PS, MacLookey for me, too. LOL. 

-LaLa 
From The Beat: Like we said to Katie, we hope the strength of your 
friendship that has kept you out of trouble in here works out there just 
sk% well. When you're tempted to repeat the things that brought you 
here, let KH talk you out of it. When she is tempted, you talk her out of 
it. Then you can move together into young womanhood. 
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Snitches 
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Locked up 'cause of a snitch. 

Now I'm doin' time in this filthy juvy hitch 

She made up some lies thinkin' she was hella slick 

But we're sittin' here readin' her statement that says a whole bunch of 

bullshhh 

It's funny how she is runnin' her mouth now 

-Hb, Shorty, Flaca 
From The Beat: Oh no, young ladies, you are NOT here because someone 
snitched. You are here because you did what you should not have done. 
In doing that, you gave power to another over your life, and she used 
that power. This will ALWAYS be true. There will ALWAYS be snitches 
(the entire criminal justice system is built on a snitch-foundation), 
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Punishmeit 
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When I was 11 years old, my auntie's husband used to beat me up for whatever. 
I had good grades in school, but he always beat me up. I didn't never know 
why. 

One day I told my homeboys from the gang that he beat me up, so they told 
me if I wanted to kill him. But I told them that I just want to give him a lesson 
and mess up his truck. I told him that if he beat me up again, I was going to kill 
him. Now, every time that I look at him or somebody talk about him, I get mad 
because in my mind came things bad about him 

-Duro 
From The Beat: Now that you're older, have you ever tried to talk to him 
about how he abused you when you were small? Do you talk to him at 
all? What do you think about adults who u%e their size and strength 
beat up on children? 



Time's Up! 
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To my old nickname, Casper 

Time's up, little ghost 

This ain't heaven 

Where friendly ghosts could float around 

It's time for the evil times 

Straight from hell 

Demons set upon the living to cause pain 

Casper was lost in a place that don't exist 

A fairy tale 

The nickname's out of date 

Time for new things 

For more pain and blood 

Going crazy is in 

Loco out the mind, homie 

God's out 

The devil's in 

All there is to do is sin 

Pain and hate 

Is served on my plate 

It's my fate to die 

Crazy for my crime 

New name in to play the game 

Casper no more 

I shot him and put him under ground 

Mr. L's in 

-L 
From The Beat: We had to take out the last couple of lines of this 
poem because it went beyond Beat boundaries regarding the threat of 
violence. But damn, homie, we wish so much that if you're throwing God 
out of the picture, you'd throw the devil out too. We look at you and 
see what you could be (and we know how much the world needs what 
you could be), and it makes u% cry to see what you're settling for. What 
a waste! What a loss! 
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Dedicated To My Lady, Blondie 
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Thinkin' 'bout that female that wrote to me Saying, "Love your cutie" 

When I get out, hopefully I'm still in touch 

She knows I'm on her and she's on me, too 

But the first thing I'ma do is get a home pass then spend some time with her; 

that's just what I'ma do 

She knows I'm digging her cute-ass smile 

Hoping, instead of writing to her, that staff would give me some time to talk to 

her just for a while 

Who knows, maybe when I get out of here you'll be my lady 

Soon I'll see you in person, face-to-face, and you can call me your baby 

I just hope you don't forget 'bout me when you out and I'm still doing time 

Hope, when you read this poem, you can consider being mine 

I'ma take care of you, cutie, so have no fear 

You don't have to look for no other guy anymore 'cause Lil' Laylow's here 

-Lir Laylow 
From The Beat: Besides your lust and her "cute-ass smile"/ What else 
does she offer... what's her style?/ But before you take care of her, or 
skny other/ You have to get yourself together 
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How Do I Dofiflo A Loviflo Relatiooship? 

A loving relationship is a choice partnership. Loving 
someone in which, even imperfection is seen as a possibility 
and, therefore, a thing of beauty; where discovery, struggle 
and acceptance are the basis of continued growth and 
wonderment. A loving relationship is one in which 
individuals trust each other enough to become vulnerable, 
secure that the other person won't take advantage. It neither 
exploits nor takes the other for granted. It involves much 
communication, much sharing, and much tenderness. 

A loving relationship is one in which one can be open 
and honest with one another without the fear of being 
judged. It's being secure in the knowledge that you are each 
other's best friend and no matter what happens you will 
stand by one another. 

A loving relationship is one in which the individuals 
involved grow in their understanding and loving acceptance 
of each other's differences and encourages each person to 
reach out and share as much beauty and love as is possible 
to find. 

A loving relationship is one in which you accept the 
other person at the moment as a whole and receive that 
same acceptance. 

A loving relationship is one in which the distinctions of 
personal rights, possessions, thoughts, emotions and even 
actions become blurred, and it doesn't matter, because 
we share as much as in humanly possible with the same 
ultimate goals. 

A loving relationship is a mystical, yet concrete, dynamic 
experience, fluid, and end in itself rather than being a 
means to some end, where there are no expectations of the 
other, yet a deep appreciation of the relationship because of 
its intrinsic value, its possibilities, it wonder, and its truth 
as it is experienced with the other. 

A loving relationship is one in which there is a mutual 
caring about the growth and progress of each, where 
possessiveness gives way to offering the other to be his/her 
own person, where selflshness gives way to selfless giving, 
sharing and caring, where the lines of communication are 
kept open, where the good in each is maximized, the bad 
minimized. 

A loving relationship is one which each person fearlessly 
allows a deep awareness, knowledge of the other, and 
sensitivity, to grow between them, with the understanding 
that no one is perfect, but that love is perfect, and therefore, 
as the basic tool for relating, can solve all problems. 

A loving relationship is the unconditional acceptance 
of another person. Helping him or her to attain personal 
goals, to grow and encouraging that growth. Each sees the 
other as a friend who can be trusted, depended upon and 
enjoyed. 

A loving relationship is one that offers comfort in the 
silent presence of another with whom you know, through 
words or body language, you share mutual trust, honesty. 



Our next writer is writing to u% from Union Correctional Institution, 
in Raiford, Florida. Our dear friend Shawn, has been a regular 
contributor for The Beat Within Magazine for a while now. Shawn has 
been sharing everything from his personal life to his deepest thoughts 
with u% without hesitation. His writings topics' varying from love, hate, 
prisons, politics, but always comes through with some well thought out 
writings. So without anymore stalling we introduce to you our friend 
Shawn! 



admiration, devotion, and that specify thrill of happiness 
simply in being together. 

A loving relationship is one of trust and acceptance that 
creates a tender warm feeling of security and contentment. 
It offers unlimited support and strength upon which one 
can always draw. 

A loving relationship is an undemanding exchange 
of affection and concern, rooted in total honesty and 
continuing communication without exploitation. 

A loving relationship is not deflned by length of time, 
but rather by quality of caring. At its best, it is a healthy, 
mutual exchange of thoughts, feelings and experience. It is 
home for ones soul, a place to be ourselves and explore our 
deepest, inner yearnings, hopes, fears, and joys without 
fear of condemnation, rejection, or being abandoned. It is 
an environment within which we can relcix, are comforted, 
and gain the strength to flght the daily battle. 

A loving relationship is one in which the loved one is 
free to be himself/ herself to laugh with you, but never at 
you; to cry with you, but never because of them; to love 
life; to love himself or herself, to love being loved. Such a 
relationship is based upon freedom and can never grow in 
a jealous heart. 

A loving relationship is one in which both parties feel 
so loved, so accepted, and so safe that they can share their 
innermost feelings, dreams, failures, successes, without 
reservation. It is a give-and-take, two-way reciprocal 
interaction rooted in mutual respect and cloaked with 
dignity, where tears and smiles are of equal importance and 
one that continually nurtures and supports growth. 

A loving relationship is like an ideal home; within it 
you can totally be yourself, be accepted, understood, 
trusted and respected as a valuable being. It is a nurturing 
environment where effort is made to provide enough caring 
and security so that one can share hopes and fears and 
where one is encouraged to learn and grow. 

A loving relationship is a wanting to celebrate, 
communicate, and know another's heart and soul. 

A loving relationship is being able to express feeling 
frankly and honestly with child-like spontaneous trust and 
openness. 

A loving relationship is one which each one sees the 
beloved not as an extension of self but as a unique, forever 
becoming a beautiful individual. 

A loving relationship is a reciprocal, active, changing 
bond that allows, encourages, in fact, almost demands 
using all the qualities necessary so that the lover will be all 
that he or she can be. 




A loving relationship is one in which hoth 
parties feel so loved, so accepted, and so 
safe that theif can share their innermost 
feelings, dreams, failures, successes, 
without reservation :| 
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The Beat Within A Friend 



Spirit unites us in a powerful bond of love and friendship. 
I give thanks for you all, The Beat Within, Sandy Close, 
David Inocencio, Michael KroU, Omar Turcios, Manen 
Pau, Steve Serna, Jack Jacqua, Nancy DeMartini, Marisela 
Norte, The Beat Staff and The Beat office. 

Whether we have walked the path of life, together 
for a short period, or for a long time, I believe we are 
participating in a divine plan of friendship. Being there 
for the youngsters has helped me become a more loving 
and compassionate person. 

My life would not have been the same without The Beat 
Within. Your love, your loyalty, your faith has enriched 
my life. Because of what you have shown the youngsters 
and me, as a friend, I have become a better person, father, 
and friend. 

It's true that we have shared laughter, tears, and 
understanding. Yet we have shared more than that from 
our humanness. Spirit within has been and will eternally 
be the source of the love that inspires us to be friends. 






Regret 



I regret not doing what's right 

It's causing me a lot of loneliness at night 

Not working an honest job 

Now I got to work for my freedom for a bunch of slobs! 

I regret not going to school when I was a kid 

Not getting an education 

Now I got to report to probation 

I regret committing crimes 

Now I'm behind a steel door doing time 

I regret ever using drugs 
It caused me to live a life of a steel thug 

I regret ever meeting certain people 

They pulled into that world even deeper 

I regret not listening to loved ones 

'Cause if I had a lot of things I wouldn't have done 

I regret not having a Father 

It's as if he knew I'd be a bother 

I regret my soul mate leaving me 

It was my fault I could plainly see 

I regret a lot of things 

What I regret the most, is not believing in me 

I found that I'm just as special as the next man or 

woman 

We were all created by the mighty hand 

It took a lot of years for me to come to this conclusion 

That's because of all the drug and confusion 

I learned a lot about myself I didn't know before 

That will help to even the score 

On my way up I'll see a lot of the high and mighty 

coming down 

They will see that I've been found 

I regret I can't have my soul mate, Glenda 

She will no longer be my wife 

I must move on and leave all regrets behind 

'Cause regrets definitely won't stop time! 



This is Her Prayer fnr Me 

Heavenly Father I ask that you answer my prayer very 
soon. I have faith and know that you hear me. You say in 
your word that the prayers of the righteous availed much. 
Lord, I love Shawn and I pray for him with all I've honesty 
got. Lord, heal him of all hurt and pain. Keep his mind 
and renew his strength. Lend your ear when he needs to 
be heard. Let him know that he must depend on you to 
keep his mind on Christ, his Lord and Savior. Lord, give 
him a peace of mind and free him from depression. 

Give him your spirit. Caress the mind, and give him 
the heart to live in the midst of his trial. May he receive 
favor even though he is imprisoned. Give him a sense of 
security and the confidence to go on Lord, when he grows 
weary. Please comfort him, wipe away his tears and fill 
him with your Joy. You said in your word you would never 
leave us or forsake us. Forsake him not. But hold him in 
your arms. Lord, hear his earnest prayer. 

Lord, give him his freedom soon. But may your will be 
done. May he focus his time on you. As he read your word, 
give him peace. Lord, may he worship you in spirit and 
truth. Lord, I thank you for my answered prayer. Amen 



You've Made Such Difference in My Life 

For as long as I've known you 

You've given me good advice and good times 

You showed me the kind of woman to respect 

Taught me what I could hope for and how to achieve it 

Without making a big deal out of anything 

You filled in a lot of blanks in my life 

Thanks for going out of your way to give me what I 

needed 

I can't imagine who or where I'd be now 

If you hadn't cared enough to do that 

Your presence in my life has made all the difference 

Glenda come back to me I need and love you 



A Father's Love 



A father's love is genuine; its was meant to be 

This is the way I feel 

The love for my kids is so very real 

I think of my kids every day and night before I go to 

sleep 

The love that's in my heart runs so very deep 

A father's love is memories of the day his kids were born 

Not being able to be there makes me look at myself with 

nothing but scorn 

As I lay here thinking of my beautiful kids 

I know within my heart I regret some of the things I've 

done 

I live for the future, 'cause I can't change the past 

What's in my heart well surely last 

My beautiful kids mean everything to me 

My blood runs through their veins I can plainly see 

A father's love is to be shared with his kids 

For the rest of their life I know I'll always feel this way 

That's why I continue to pray thanking God each and 

everyday 

I see your face even in my dreams 

And I realize this is what true beauty means 

You are more precious than diamonds and pearls 

Always know you are daddy's little girls 
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The Loneliest Moment nf Her Life 

Perhaps, it happens like this: a hotel suite, somewhere in 
America, in her politest voice, she has asked her husband 
not to accompany her, this time. It is the most difficult 
thing she has ever had to do in her life, since the time she 
swallowed the urge either to kill him or leave him for his 
celebrated infidelity. 

But her ship is falling apart. Correction... It is already 
in shambles. And sitting in a circle in her rented living 
room are some of the wisest, most campaign strategist in 
the history of presidential politics. But not one of them can 
keep her from crying. The telephone rings. Hilary hesitates 
to answer, for she knows exactly who is one the other end. 

Her campaign manager is first to speak. "Ma'am, if you 
want, we'll fight on, until the bitter end!" Hilary tries to 
laugh her cackling laugh. But it gets stuck in her throat. 
Instead, she pats her campaign manager on the knee. 

Her campaign manager begins to weep, "Barack's people 
have been trying to call us all day." 

"I know," smiles a tired-eye, haggard Hilary Clinton. 
Her hair was no longer fiuffed and perky, but aimless and 
frazzled. "I know," she says to nobody. 

"So, what shall we tell them?" 

"What do you mean what shall we tell them?" she 
asks. 

"What I mean is what shall we tell the Obama people if 
they should ask if you're interested in becoming Barack's 
running mate?" And what should have Bill answered to a 
question like that? Hillary knows exactly what Bill would 
have said. With that big shock of white hair, looking like a 
cross between Elvis Presley and aging Woody Woodpecker, 
and with that bulbous nose, red as a cherry. Bill Clinton 
would have reared himself back in one of those overstuffed 
hotel chairs and would have roared like a mirthful lion! 

"Me, WHAT???! Become WHO???! ARE YOU CRAZY???" 



That's what Bill would have said! Then he would have 
gotten up, gone in the bedroom and played the saxophone, 
as if he were Coltrane or Yard bird or somebody! But 
Hillary doesn't play saxophone. She doesn't command a 
larger-than-life presence that would allow her to walk away 
unharmed from what would have killed other less god-like 
people. Besides, she realizes what she's always had to come 
to grips with. "Hillary Clinton is not nor could she ever be, 
a carbon copy of her larger-than-life husband! 

"And why should the Obama people want me anyway? 
You know they hate Bill, and there are people back in 
Washington who'd rather die than see Bill Clinton come 
back from the dead and stride back into the oval office, 
even if it was behind the dress-tail of his wife!" Hillary says 
that. 

"But Hillary, remember the promise you made to the 
women of America. You are still their only hope to climb up 
from the glass-ceiling out into the sunshine of equality!" 
This makes Hillary laugh resentfully. 

Before she can catch herself, she spits, "Well, why in 
hell didn't they vote for me, when they had the chance?" 
She finds her anger funny. It makes others around her 
giggle nervously. The telephone rings again. She knows 
who it is. When asked if he would accept the role of second- 
in-command, Lyndon B. Johnson was overheard to say, 
"BEIN' VICE PRESIDENT AIN'T WORTH A HOT PITCHER 
UH SPIT!" And now, perhaps, the pitcher is being handed 
to Hillary Clinton. Florida and Michigan have not yet been 
brought back into the fold, but Obama all but has enough 
Super-Delegates to clinch the Democratic Presidential 
candidacy. 

People, the world-over, have stopped mentioning Hillary 
as a viable contender. Even an idiot knows, it's either this 
acceptance or nothing! The telephone rings once more. All 
eyes hop to it. Hillary's trembling hand reaches to answer 
the most important call of her life. And time stands still! 



To Everybodir It Slioolil Concern 

Did you know that the leading cause of death for youth 
between the ages of fifteen to nineteen is gunshot 
wounds? 

Over the last decades, thousands upon thousands upon 
thousands of precious lives have been killed by the most 
unlikely source imaginable - our youth. The act of murder is 
no longer being committed solely by an isolated segment of 
violent criminals. It has extended its boundaries and spilled 
over into all classifications of society. The "new" profile for 
young perpetrators of homicide now includes everyone's 
social, economic, religious, and ethnic backgrounds, thus, 
affecting us all. 

Lost Innocence: Understanding Youth Who Kill is based 
on extensive empirical knowledge and will enable the reader 
to take an exclusive tour into the minds of youth driven 
to commit murder. The personal stories featured within 
paint vivid pictures, while showing the reality of seemingly 
harmless choices, and the serious consequences they can 
produce. Each story candidly reveals the errors in thinking 
behind violent choices. Also featured is a prevention section 
that covers the following eleven topics: Choices, Divorce, 
Loss of a Loved One, Peer Pressure, Bullying, Self-Esteem, 
Anger, Gangs, Substance Abuse, and Suicide. Each topic 
is very informative and offers recommendations on how to 
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Our next writer is no stranger to The Beat Within. He^ writing to 
u% from Western Missouri Correctional Center, in Cameron, Mo. Chris 
has a short article about the leading cause of death for the youth 
between ages of fifteen and nineteen. So listen u% to some real talk and 
some sad facts that affect us on a daily basis. 



cope with these very serious issues that are plaguing your 
youth. 

The entire concept for Lost Innocence: Understanding 
Youth Who Kill was conceived and written by inmates inside 
prison. Yes, the authors are convicted murders - but they 
are reformed, educated, and passionate about reaching out 
to save our youth from traveling down the same rocky path 
they once traversed. These men have spent many years 
examining, researching, and analyzing the negative choices 
that resulted in their incarceration. 

They are accountable for their actions and it refiects 
in their writing. In addition, their combined experiences 
allow for a perspective that is highly educational and easy 
to comprehend. For this reason, who better to explain why 
youth are killing youth than those who have committed the 
very act we wish to better understand? 

If you are interested in the prevention of youth violence, 
and would like to feature an article in your publication 
about our book, please contact me at the above address. 

Please join us in playing an active role against this 
growing violence that affects us all. 
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KnowlGdoe is Power? 



This revolutionary movement energized and invigorated 
millions of people all over the world. It stirred up young 
and old alike, and made the rich and powerful tremble. With 
booming slogans like "Away With Ignorance!" and "Workers 
of the World Unite!" It promised a new world with education 
and progress as its foundation, without the common racial, 
ethnic, and class divisions so evident in our society. It 
protested against injustice in every sphere, promised to do 
away with child labor and exploitation of the poor and weak, 
guaranteed the rights of women and minorities, with free 
education and health care for all. Was this the Kingdom of 
God on earth, you ask? No, dear friends, it was the atheist 
gospel: Socialism (also known as Marxism or Communism), 
which exploded on the scene, and within a hundred years 
of its inception half of the world was draped in the red flag 
of the revolutionary proletariat. 

The brainchild of European philosophy — conceived by 
Karl Marx and delivered by Vladimir Lenin, Socialism was 
seen as the inevitable final evolution for mankind, the final 
leap towards "freedom and justice for all," especially for 
those who had neither freedom or justice, the oppressed 
workers and poor of the world. Against the backdrop of 
filthy-rich tycoons, the "have's" and "have not's," political 
bullies and corporate gangsters, castes, classes and 
divisions. Socialism stood out as the voice of the voiceless, 
a shining city on the hill. With Social Darwinism as its' 
official dogma, socialists promoted learning and sought to 
dispel all antiquated superstitions, especially religions and 
the hierarchical social structure. 

The logic was simple and easy enough to understand: 
"We have seen the promised land of equality and justice, 
where everyone has the same rights and opportunities to 
succeed, learn and be well off. Education is progress, and 
if the insensitive governments refuse to step down, and the 
greedy barons refuse to divide their wealth, then there is 
only one solution to fixing the world and instituting a single 
brotherhood of men: A WORLDWIDE REVOLUTION." Thus 
was set the stage for the bloodiest and most destructive 
movement in all of mankind's history 

But, before we get to the xenophobic societies of 
informants, puppets and labor camps, G.U.L.A.G.'s, 
"Cultural Revolutions," re-education by force, and 
everything else that came with our "brave new world" 
(which road is it that is paved with good intentions?), let 
us examine a single important point that directly impacts 
us here, in America, today. This is the folly of equating 
knowledge with process, mistaking science for religion, and 
thinking that just because we can point out what is wrong 
and make valid objections, the right answers and solutions 
will automatically appear if we only avoid the mistakes of 
others'. 

Let's be clear about this in this "information age" of 
ours, when the goddess of education is propagated by the 
priesthood of scientists and collegiate know-it-alls. The 
Socialist movement attracted some of the best and brightest 
people all across the line. Some of the most promising, self- 
sacrificial, dedicated and loyal people were drawn to this 
movement, and gave their lives for it. In theory, it won the 
hearts of millions, but in practice it became a graveyard for 
millions of hearts, including many of those who were the 



Our next writer doesn't really need stn intro sk% he has established 
himself ^% a writer for the magazine. Every week Markhasev delivers 
powerful pieces, on his opinions including facts about life. Mainly his 
^% Markhasev has had his own struggle with his inner demons. But We 
all do. And his upcoming piece is very political but boils down to the 
one message he is trying to convey. Knowledge is power people! 



most idealistic supporters. How did this happen, and how 
could it happen when what was promised was tolerance, 
freedom, and justice? 

Isn't the same thing taking place today in politics, in 
the inner cities: where gang indoctrination robs us of some 
of the best youth? Isn't this the logic behind many of the 
"racial supremacist" groups, where the betrayal by parents, 
leaders, role models misleads and misguides, playing on 
fears and fueling hatreds? And what about science, which 
often fills our heads with facts, yet fails to transform the 
heart? What about the suicide bombers, who hide behind 
the disguise of religion in order to justify crimes and evils? 
All of this needs to be faced and answered by every person 
alive, since LIFE is a one-time gift, and our time on earth 
is very limited. What are we living for, and what are we 
learning? What is the truth, and what are the solutions to 
life's most challenging questions? 

As a Christian, I have to face the reality of Church 
history — a long, messy story of saints and sinners, of good 
mingled with evil, and with innumerable evils perpetuated 
in the name of Christ. This isn't only Church history, but it 
is also my own story: a tale of failure, foolishness, evil, and 
redemption. In facing the world, I'm forced to face myself, 
and realize how short I've fallen of the high standard of the 
holy name of Jesus Christ, in the steps I'm now trying to 
follow. If I read the New Testament, like "The Communist 
Manifesto," the gospel ends with a call for a "revolution." 
No, not the overthrown of the slimy capitalists, but the 
overturning of my heart, and the surrendering of my soul 
to God, Who calls me to make room for all me — even my 
enemies and the "slimy capitalists." 

Only love conquers evil, and that requires not head 
knowledge, but a new heart renewed by the Holy Spirit. The 
obstacle to progress isn't a lack of education, but lack of 
love — spiritual blindness that prevents us from seeing WHO 
WE ARE, where we came from, what we are doing on this 
planet, and where we are headed once our short sojourn is 
finished. 

Unlike Karl Marx, who called "the workers of the world 
to cast off their chains," but himself was bankrolled by 
Friedrich Engels. And unlike Vladimir Lenin, who simply 
murdered those who opposed him or dissented from the 
"party line." Jesus Christ lived what he taught, and himself 
fulfilled what he called others to do. He gave Himself 
for others, and prayed for even His enemies, sacrificing 
Himself for all men — uniting through his love for all men in 
himself. 

The Gospel teaching differs from every other ideology 
precisely in this: it is first of all a life, and then a teachers, and 
we see God — the knowledge of all knowledges and science 
of all sciences — through the highest love imaginable, a 
love that has to be divine, because it's so rare in our fallen 
world. This is it: a single life lived in love for God and for 
men is worth more than millions of theories and all the 
progress in the world. To be continued... 



The ohstacle to progress isn't a lack of education, hi4t lack of love — spiritual hliMdMess that 
prevents I4S from seeing WHO WE AKE, where we came from, what we are doing on this 
planet.. 
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What's Wrong With America?! 

In God (Guns, Oil and Drugs) We Trust 

In 1846, President James Polk lied to the nation when 
he said the Mexicans had invaded the territory known as 
Texas; shedding American blood on American soil. He used 
this lie to steal Texas from Mexico, which resulted in a war, 
and the treaty was signed which sold Texas to America. 

Then, as a result of the treaty of Guadalupe Higaldo, 
which ended the Spanish American war, America was able 
to acquire all the territories that were in fact Mexico's, 
which included Colorado, Arizona, New Mexico, Wyoming, 
California, Nevada and Utah. 

In 1898, the United States wanted control over Puerto 
Rico, the Philippines, and Guam. Subsequently, President 
William McKinley lied about an explosion on board a U.S. 
ship called "The Maine" that was anchored in Havana harbor 
that killed 260 American servicemen. 

In 1914, President Woodrow Wilson lied about the 
reasons for entering the reasons for entering the First 
World War, saying it was a war to make the world safe for 
Democracy. Meanwhile, it was really a war to divide up the 
African continent for the European powers. 

In 1945, President Harry Truman lied when he said 
the atomic bomb was dropped on Japan because it was 
a military target. Though the major cities were already 
burned and leveled, at least 200,000 or more men, women, 
and children were killed at Hiroshima and Nagasaki. 

In 1969, President Richard Nixon's National Security 
Advisor, Henry Kissinger, waged a covert war against the 
Cambodian people and unleashed a fourteen-month carpet- 
bombing attack against Cambodia, resulting in 600,000 
or more deaths. Mr. Kissinger did not want Congress, the 
American public, or the world to know that the U.S. was 
even bombing a country with which it was not at war with 
us. 

In 1983, President Ronald Reagan lied about the 
invasion of Grenada claiming that it was a threat to the 
United States. Grenada began constructing an international 
airport to accommodate tourism, but President Reagan 
accused Grenada of constructing facilities to aid Soviet- 
Cuban military build-up in the Caribbean. They overthrew 



Our next writer is no stranger to The Beat Within, coming live from 
Crossroads Correctional Center, in Cameron, MO. Herbert has been a 
long time contributor for The Beat Within. All his writings come from 
the heart, and he never hesitates to share with us his beliefs, opinions 
and give all you readers out there some advice. In the following piece 
Herbert informs u% a lot about the politics that are going on and 
affecting nations world wide, including the war in Iraq. So kick back 
your shoes, roll y'all blanket into a pillow and read up Herberts article! 



the government of Maurice Bishop who was killed in the 
coup that was organized by the CIA. 

In 1991, President George H. Bush lied about the reason 
for attacking Iraq. At the time, attacking Iraq was not to 
defend the integrity of Kuwait, but rater to assert U.S. power 
in the oil rich Middle East. Due to Kuwait's being caught 
using American made equipment to drill under the border 
and stealing $14 billion worth of oil from underneath Iraqi 
territory. 

When Saddam Hussein caught them and spoke to the 
American Ambassador to Iraq, April Glaspie, she backed 
away, and Saddam invaded Kuwait. President Bush and 
British Prime Minister Thatcher both asked Saddam to get 
out of Kuwait. When he refused to leave, 32 nations united 
to drive Saddam out of Kuwait and establish American 
military bases. 

In 2002, President George W. Bush lied about weapons 
of mass destruction. According to the famous hospital in 
Baltimore, John Hopkins, 643,000 Iraqis have died in four 
years, 1.5 million have died since 1991 with U.S. imposed 
sanctions. American Armed Iraq when the U.S. Government 
approved 771 different export licenses for material such 
as anthrax, botulism, salmonella and E. Coli, nuclear, 
chemical, and biological weapons technology was given to 
Saddam so that when he waged war against Imam Khomeini, 
he would have the military edge. 

The United States has been the world's leading prison 
state per capita for the last 25 years. Russia is surrounded 
by U.S. military bases. The United States of America is not 
our friend and has no interest in our well being. We are 
constantly fed lies and believe them because we have too 
much faili in this country. But it's time to wake up and ask 
ourselves: "What's wrong with this country?" and "What 
can we do to influence change in it?" Enough is enough. In 
people trust and politics we address. Power to the people! 



I'm From The Police and I'm Here To Help? 

Now I hope this above title statement sounds as crazy to you 
as it does to me. It is really very disturbing how many men 
and women in the system just don't get it. We as prisoners 
live in a closely controlled "police state" and it is NEVER 
the cops' mission to help us. It really irks me how needy 
and weak-minded so many prisoners are. It's time to grow 
up, be an adult and put away mama's breast, stand on your 
own two feet doing what you need for yourself. Don't forget, 
every time you yell out your cell door, act immature, etc., 
for unnecessary reasons you are displaying a weakness - 
the inability to do your own time - to your captors and other 
real convicts. 

This perpetuates their arrogance toward abusiveness. 
It ain't rocket science, convicts. Let's toughen up a bit. Do 
your nonsense business on your own time. Don't lower 
yourself to that of a weak lame by asking the man with the 
keys to unshackle you to use the phone, or to scratch your 
butt, run errands, grabbing or passing things to or from 
other convicts. If we can show our captors just how much 
they are NOT needed, it would have a beneficial effect for all 
of us men and women in these cages and make us look less 



weak to the man. 

If you have a real beef that puts your well-being 
in jeopardy -no water in your cage, improper sentence 
calculation, theft or damage of your property by the 
Gestapo, or you're in need of real medical care and not just 
attention, etc. - then you have no choice but to address it 
with the powers that be. Don't weep and snivel like a weak- 
a**ed lame, just state your case clearly and do your best to 
resolve the issue with your dignity intact. Don't afford the 
"police" any more power than they already have. 

Put our issues on paper IRRs, Grievances. It catches 
pigs in lies. How can you tell when a cop or their agents are 
lying? When their lips are moving. If you dare head out to 
tiie oxymoronic "Happy Hour," you have a poor chance of 
gaining redress, as you can't hold the shirts to what they 
tell you out there. Deniability is why they run it like that. 
Sometimes your dignity requires that you just need to look 
someone in the eyes and express how you feel. Just make 
certain you're doing such out of dignity, not ego. 

Some guys don't like to put grievances in; they prefer 
to suck up to the man, protecting his corrupt ways and 
let them keep screwing him without grease. Those aren't 
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convicts, those are residents! 

Barbarism is not good for anyone involved and if you act 
like a weakling or an animal it just justifies the institutions 
keeping us in these cages. Now don't get me wrong; there 
were some good things years back; furloughs, Pell grants, 
group visits, care packages, and the like. There was no 
real good reason to strip us of many of those things, but 
in some cases we shot ourselves in the foot by abusing the 
privileges. The pigs just ain't allowing 14 grams of China 
White to come via furloughs or care packages. People 
get killed over dope, dope. Prisoners mess things up for 
prisoners. And, hey, stop doing the man's jobs for them 
regardless of what they're willing to do, give, or pay; let 
them do their own jobs or hire other staff professionals to 
do so. Makes you look bad, like a rat. 

Unity comes in many forms. To me, I see the most 
powerful form as a display of personal responsibility. 



coming from each individual, which reflects a group 
conscious of strength and dignity. Be strong. Be honest. 
We can gain much more by showing the iron flber of our 
being than by displaying constant need and revolving door 
mentalities. 

The police are not here to help you. Don't help them 
write your ticket for continued abusive treatment or a 
return trip back to prison. Take care of your needs yourself, 
quit leaning or counting on the man. Quit shining their 
boots and kissing butts. Prison autonomy equals freedom. 
They've got your body. Do not surrender your heart and 
soul, fool. 

Can't handle the time, don't commit the crime or end 
it all. Don't try making everybody else look weak because 
you are; show some respect, lay back, shut up, and do your 
own time. This ain't kindergarten or Fantasy Island. Grow 
up. Lame! 
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The Beat Within, 



What it do? It's another week and I'm hoping I hear back 
from y'all. I've been with you for four weeks now and I'm 
not in tune with the topics of the week yet. However I'm 
left behind these walls with too much idol time, so I figure 
to keep myself busy with my writing all of you. 

Today I'd like to share that there was a time when I 
was younger I'd write poems and raps. I had a lil' flash 
back and thought I'd share some things I remember. So 
you would able to trip and remember with me. 

Love is love 

Joy is joy 

But what's love 

And joy without 

A Newark boy? 

That was my old name and I wrote them back in the day. 
Yeah I was writing when I was young and the truth is I 
feel like I wrote those just the other day. And I believe 
its cause there's a lot of life ahead still. It's taken time 
and I'm changing from the kid in that rap. I wrote that 
rap almost twenty years ago, since I'll be thirty-one on 
October 8th. 

I don't glorify a color no longer and I stopped gang 
banging many years ago. My problem is and has been for 
about ten years is slinging drugs and making money and 
all its done kept me in and out of prison. Now this lifestyle 
is played out and all I want to do is change and do right. 
That's why I thank The Beat Within for letting me release 
and get it all out. Once again good lookin'. 

I hope what I share this week sheds some light on 
at least one reader and that ya' boy right here is able to 
inspire ya'U to change. So let me share what keeps me 
sane and has inspired me to change but I've started. I like 
it and most of all now I'm able to share it. So lets get to it 
and do it together. Striving for better with ya' boy 

I'd like the reader to know that this is new to me 
searching out an intimacy with Jesus Christ. I'm not 
perfect and never will be however the lord has set me 



Our next writer is writing to u% from a Correctional Facility in 
T^acy, CA. Lately, Anthony has been coming through with a lot of 
advice for all the young readers out there. He has nothing but good 
intentions at heart with his pieces. So give a moment of your time, and 
read up some of his work! 



Life Is Free Inside 



Today I awoke with the ringing of bells. I knew where I was 
though my eyes were closed. The light breeze that touched 
my face came through the bared windows of my DVI cell. I 
find this to be a gift from the lord, a gift to treasure Being 
able to wake up with the fruits of the spirit is a high in itself 
with every measure. For today I may be physically locked 
behind these steel bars and concrete walls. Spiritually I'm 
free to know this to be a temporary setting. 

I give all thanks and praise to my lord and savior Jesus 
Christ, the light of life that has freed me inside. As I patiently 
seek I find everything to make it right. Prayer is powerful wit 
and an intimacy that allows one become intoned. Through 
trust and faith one will then receive the blessings that Jesus 
has planned for you. Now one must first be obedient and 
heed to his instruction then apply them to life. 

It is the light of Jesus Christ that direct the path I chose 
to take and I will continue to walk this path of righteousness 
everyday. So while I'm confined to this temporary setting I'll 
stay free inside. I'll worship, praise and glorify the creator of 
life Jesus Christ. 

Life is free inside with Jesus Christ by our side. 

As we face all the trials that we all have before us we 
need to surrender our all first and remember Jesus is the 
comforter of life that will overcome everything we face. 

Secondly we need to be thankful as we take up our cross 
and begin a new. The choice is ours and it is up to us to 
choose. As we work out our own salvation, recognize its be 
the grace of Christ were giving the opportunity to be cleansed 
of sin and all is if you believe, seek, and steadfast in faith in 
Jesus Christ. Who physically can't be seen, spiritually he's 
you soul mate. He gave you the breath of life and knows all 
you do, for he gives you choice to live or die. He allows you 
to live you life with open arms. 

He will accept, forgive you, and comfort you, all you have 
to do is seek, knock, and in return you will be free inside. 
To know life is only free when you surrender y all to Jesus 
Christ. 
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Nation Of The Incarcerated 

[Quote]: "One of California's biggest headaches, the 
dysfunctional prison system, may soon find a little relief. 
Federal court referees have been brokering a settlement 
between the states, inmate advocated and law enforcement 
authorities that, among other things, would mean the state 
wouldn't have to release thousands of prison inmates early. 
With new like that, we're willing to listen. 

California was faced with the prospect of early releases 
under an order by federal judges after the state lost 
numerous lawsuits. 

The problem is our 33 prisons are built to handle a 
capacity of 100,000 inmates; as it stands now, California 
has 170,000 inmates behind bars. The three-judge pane; 
told the state last year to either bring the numbers down or 
they will, meaning the prison doors would swing open. The 
proposed deal would call for the numbers to dramatically 
taper off by 2011. 

The state prison population would be lowered through 
a combination of events, including expanding prison 
programs so more inmates are eligible for early release, 
seeking alternative punishments for some offenders while 
putting some parole violators into treatment programs 
rather than shipping them back to prison. One of the 
biggest complaints of California's prison system is the high 
amount of repeat offenders. 

A monitoring system would be put in place, called 
the Prison Population Advisory Committee, which would 
advise the corrections department about how to maintain 
acceptable levels. The committee would consist of county 
prosecutors, sheriffs, probations officers, cities, counties, 
and victim-rights groups. A court hearing a week from today 
in San Francisco could determine whether this plan goes 
through. 

On the surface this looks like a positive step yet we 
anticipate some bumps on the path, such as changing the 
way courts handle repeat offenders or softening sentences, 
and we're certain that the powerful prison guard union will 
be involved. 

Also, how much influence would the committee 
have over the corrections department, an agency of state 
government no one seems to be able to manage. 

Some will argue for construction of more prisons, but 
in the current economic times it is difficult to envision how 
the state would find the money. 

But there's no question California has to do something 
about the inmate population. It's sad it took federal judges 
to force action. Prison overcrowding creates a volatile 
environment, not to mention the poor inmate health care and 
mental health services that have been well documented. 

Maybe this isn't then final solution, but we're hopeful 
that this is the beginning of a healing process that should 
have begun years ago. We recommend all parties work out 
the kinks and let's start fixing the prison system. 

Huh? If that is the best they have, the editor wasted 
newspaper space in which it was printed. First, if 
corrections needs an "advisory panel," a panel made up 
of county prosecutors, sheriffs, probation officers, and 
others [isn't that the "Parole Board"] on "how to maintain 
acceptable levels," [inmate population], the administrators 
of corrections need seek employment in another field of 
work, as I have often suggested they do during my 50-plus 
years of incarceration. 

"Repeat offenders," I assume referring to those 
thousands of men and women returned to prison each 
year for "parole violation", the offender's who, at any given 



Our next writer is writing to u% from a correctional facility in 
Soledad, Ca. Dwight has been a long time friend of ours from way 
back in the days. He used to be a regular contributor for The Beat 
Within under the name Sunman^light, but some how we lost contact 
with him. He's now back and ready to tackle on some topics, and voice 
his opinions and feelings to all you readers out there, in his upcoming 
piece Dwight delivers some facts and knowledge about what's going on 
in California with the prison crisis. So everybody listen up and give a 
warm welcome to Dwight! 



time, are taking up several thousand beds; who are a major 
contributor to the present overcrowding. Offenders who 
have served their entire prison sentences and are afterward 
expected to begin serving up to four additional years on 
parole when they are released. 

While on parole, they are expected to abide by rules 
"Parole Officers" make up, and if they fail to comply he or 
she is returned to jail, and soon after transported back to 
prison where they will sit for up to one year, at an additional 
cost to the taxpayers of approximately $30,000. Intentional 
or not, it is the parole policy and procedures that has 
always guaranteed every bed space will be occupied that 
would otherwise be available. 

If parolee's were not returned to prison over frivolous 
violations, ten thousand beds would be available to 
criminals far more deserving. "Expand prison programs?" 
What programs? There is nothing here that serves to make 
inmates eligible for early release and never will be under 
the present sentencing laws! No matter the behavior of a 
California state prison inmate during his incarceration, 
nothing he accomplishes, his educational achievements; 
how knowledgeable he becomes of himself and his 
problems, how well he prepares himself to be a productive 
member in his community after his release, he is not going 
to earn an early release! 

Under present California laws it is mandatory for each 
state prisoner to serve out 85% of his sentence. I have a few 
suggestions evolving from 50 plus years of incarceration, 
should anyone be interested. Amend the law that was once 
all ready amended approximately two decades ago, during 
a time when corrections needed support. It was decided 
by elected officials "to be rehabilitated" was to be deleted, 
and in its place inserted "to be punished," thus allowing 
corrections to legally deny rehabilitation to prisoners, 
continue to punish, only now under the authority of law. 

At the same time eliminate today's long tried and failed 
"determinant sentencing" laws that are a major cause of 
overcrowding, and return to "indeterminate" sentencing: 
Examples: For comparatively minor, non-violent, felony 
offenses, "1 to 15 years, or 6 months to 20 years, "increasing 
the sentence to represent the seriousness of the crime, 
topping out at "25 years to life." 

Make available to convicts the choice to participate 
in programs assisting them in their efforts to rehabilitate 
themselves. It would be mandatory to 'graduate' from the 
programs 'assigned' each of them, before being released 
from prison. The only alternative would be to 'refuse' and 
serve out their entire sentence. 

Every year convicts would make a personal appearance 
before a "Board" whose members sole purpose would be to 
grant or deny "release", basing their decision solely upon 
whether or not the inmate has satisfied three requirements — 
good behavior, participation, and the successful completion 
of all program assignments given him, or her, by their 
"Case Worker immediately following six weeks of initial 
evaluation and assessment at a Department of Corrections 
"Reception Center." 

Not every prisoner will be expected to participate in 
identical programs. Their assignments will be determined 
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on case-by-case bases. At the "hearing," if he has not yet 
completed his assignments. The Members will discuss with 
him what he need to do before the next hearing, encourage 
and advise him, then deny his release. Only when he has 
received 'favorable' reports from every supervisor and 
therapist who worked with him, in effect graduating him 
from the program, will the Board members grant him a 
release. 

He will return back into the community now with the 
tools to be a productive member among those he had 
previously victimized, and would have undoubtedly again 
victimize had he not been allowed to reconstruct himself. 
[Present day recidivism rate, approximately 76%, clearly 
tells us prison, as punishment is not working.] 

There will be those knuckleheads who will refuse to 
participate. They will be assigned a prison intended to 
keep them separated from the other's, not allow them to 
be a distraction in the lives of the 'majority', I believe, who 
will participate. There they will no doubt continue to do 
what they do best, prey upon one another, while they serve 
their entire sentence, or until they reevaluate what would 
better serve their lives, and request a return to the "General 
Population." 

These ideas are in the best interest of everyone, not 
alone the convicted felon's. Society at large will benefit 
from non-abusive care and treatment of its troubled men, 
women, and children, as will they. Besides, we should ask 
ourselves, is not societies true test of its own morality what 
it does for its troubled and less fortunate? 

Understanding to keep the world from caring about 
prison reform one must do little more than to question 
the content of a prisoner's character, as George W. Bush 
has shown us, the anti-reformers insist this would be 
"coddling" societies predators, who "deserve exactly what 
they get." Their rhetoric has kept us blind to the fact that 
every issue, including this one, has three sides; their side. 



your side, and somewhere between those two is where 
we all need to get. 

Keep in mind, 75-80% of the time, after the perpetrator 
is apprehended we learn he has been involved in criminal 
activities since a young person, and has been in and out of 
institutions beginning in his preteens or very clearly teens. 
Some way, somehow, directly or indirectly, every person 
is 'touched' by crime every single day. There are the great 
many who are directly victimized; tJien there are family 
members, friends, who are robbed, their home burglarized, 
cars stolen; who were raped and/or murdered. Then there 
are the rest, who as consumers pay ridiculously high prices 
the retailers are forced to charge to partially defray their 
financial losses to crime. 

Is it not time we admit what we have known for a very 
long time, that what has been tried to now has resulted in 
total failure? It is not time to stop allowing the knucklehead 
anti reform groups, who would have us continue, to herd us 
like sheep down this path of failure? The sooner we change 
direction, do what works, not what 'feels good,' the sooner 
the problems in the Department of Corrections will begin 
to fade, to eventually become a memory we would rather 
not look back upon. 

The reformative effects of physical and psychological 
abuse as punishment is a belief that will never die, as it 
tantalized our sadistic impulses and lust for blood, unless 
we recognize that the abuse of prisoners produces victims 
on both sides. Release a wounded animal from its cage and 
it will seek out its tormentor, and anything else that gets in 
its way. 

One last fact: California does not have to release 
"thousands" of inmates "early," who have not completed 
their sentence, to relieve overcrowding. Reiterating, there 
are thousands sitting in California prisons that have all 
ready served their entire prison sentence- "parole violators." 
Is there something I am missing? 



Baby Momma 



I was in love and received a letter form my mother. 

She seen my baby momma at McDonald's buying a 

99cent hamburger 

Because that's all she can afford. 

She should have stayed with me! 

So she could eat at Black Angus 

So now she eats off the 99cent menu 

But in one year she will be working at McDonald's 

Because she didn't finish school 

Now she is serving me my food. 
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Calipatria, CA. BIca Lil' Man, he has been a contributor for the 
magazine for a long time now. He writes about "the game," topics on 
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ceiiies to The Beat. So pay attention to Lif Man and give him a read! 



I Reminisce 

I reminisce for you 

I try to forget 

But the feelings never go 

away 

I reminisce for the love, 

for the love that was 

always there 

I reminisce 

I reminisce and I know in 

my heart and love 



That you really did 

care 

I reminisce the feelings 

inside 

I reminisce my lips 

touched 

And kissed by your body 

I reminisce 

All the love we had 

And more to come 

I reminisce 

All good and bad times 



Mlracie Needed 

If I could wish upon a star and make a dream come true 
I'd ask God for a miracle and send it off to my kids 

I'd free us from those prison walls 

I'm in you and you are out and take away your pain 

I'd build your trust and honesty free you from guilt and blame 

I'd dry your crying eye's so you would never weep 

And free you from the fear that haunt's and keeps you 

from your sleep 

Unpleasant memories I'd erase and try to 

Give back the security that long ago ran dry 

I'd help to show a part of you 

So few of you will ever know a part of you so loving that 

you're still afraid to show 

I'd wish for you serenity and happiness to live 

If I could send a miracle that's surely what I'd give 

All these things I cannot do but there is one who can 

His name is Jesus cind he has power to rescue every man 

He offers us forgiveness, salvation, and that is free 

This is a miracle to see, but I pray for all. 
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Greetings 



Like the song says, "Street life... there's 1,000 parts to play, 
street life I see you play your life away," Gang members aren't 
the only ones fooling themselves. There's pimps, junkies, cat 
burglar, robbers, beezys, drug dealers, bikers, hit men, crooks. 
The list goes on, but the street life is really b.s., in its most 
serious form. We call standing on the corner hustling. It's not 
that hard. Basketball player's hustle, soccer players hustle 
and foot ball players' hustle so I'm trying to see why we call 
standing on a corner hustling. Prostitutes go trickin'. They 
ain't tricking anybody. Nobody's fooled even the police know 
what's going on. 

We don't have time to work an honest pay roll job, but we 
do a robbery for as much as we can get and we have time to 
spend when we get caught. Lots of time whether we like it or 
not. I played a few parts out there in the streets and now that 
I've been sober and had the privilege of growing older I've seen 
too much and know to much about the "real" to ever go back to 
the life style of empty chaotic ways to earn a rep that will only 
get me marked or in trouble. 

The Bible says that dogs return to their vomit. Dogs are 
stupid in that sense. I've learned of better things out there then 
vomit. So my choice is to be a man and leave the puke alone. I 
used to dog and fetch the bones the devil threw. Those bones 
could not be a buried so they became my responsibility, they 
became my burdens. Should of never played the devils games 
and stupidity is a sin against wisdom. The bones I fetched 
were, lust, hate, greed, and self-righteousness. Just to name a 
few. They benefited none. 

When I realized what was going on how I was loosing all my 
gambles with the devil, I felt like a sucker and I was mad. 

This thought mixed with my drug use backed me into a 
corner of extreme depression and hatred towards the devil and 
myself. I wasn't wise enough to realize I should not fear the 
devil. I feared him and here's how I faced that fear. 

I decided one night I was a big disappointment in life so it 
was time to die. I wanted to talk to God face to face and also 
swing it out with the devil. I purchased 30 hits of acid a bottle 
of Champaign and a small candle. This was my first sincere 
attempt of suicide, but in my head it was to get things straight 
with the universal authorities. I walked out to my back yard 
where I had put a couch for a few minutes or I don't know how 
long but I woke up 10 hours later on the floor in my brother's 
room not remembering the night before. I thought I wad dead 
everything seemed so different, my mom came in the room and 
said, "you jumped through your sister's window not got get a 
job and pay for it." 

I walked out sick destination unknown still severely 
depressed. I got the end of my street and found my jacket, my 
dice, and $50 crunched up I picked it up as the whole thing 
puzzled me. I thought the $50 was payment for my soul and 
I was mad because it didn't seem like a good deal. Now don't 
get me wrong I went to look for the devil. Now I thought I had 
already died. 30 hits is a lot of acid, but reality on or off acid 



Our next writer is writing to u% from Foisom State Prison in 
Represa, California. Jonathan Miller hardly gets his pieces into our 
hands for our staff to publish. But when he does, he comes through 
with some very intelligent writing. Miller has been through a rough life 
and finally has learned from his mistakes. His goal is to educate all you 
readers out there so you won't have to make the mistakes he made. So 
give Jonathan a welcome and learn from the wisdom he has to offer. 



I believe there are evil forces unless you think of it as tough 
love. 

I walked to an elementary school. I walked right up on 
the playground while the kids were playing and I sat next to 
the drinking fountain. Tears from my eyes, I watched the kids 
play and it reminded me of my home boy I broke bread with, 
who I played with on the same playground and how he past 
away. Tears formed in my eyes. I heard the children cussing 
and putting each other down. I thought, oh no, these kids are 
going to end up like me." Tears from my eyes. 

The janitor came and said, "You can't be here leave," he 
noticed I was crying and he asked if I was all right. I told him I 
was and started walking away. I wanted to fight the devil before 
he got to the kids. Tears from my eyes. I decided to die again. I 
had to stop the devil. I had to fight him I had to kill him. I also 
wanted to talk to God face to face and straighten a few things 
out. As I walked down the Blvd I was tempted to jump in front 
of a car and die real quick. But I had a homie get hit by a car 
and I didn't want to bite his style. 

I saw my K Swiss hanging from a telephone pole and it 
clicked I would jump off the freeway overpass. 10 minutes later 
I stood on top of a hill looking down at the freeway trying to 
time my jump so a mack truck would take me out quick. 5 
minutes later I leap over the rail and land in the diamond lane. 
The cars stopped and I just lay there. 

That's literally livin' in the fast lane only thing is I wasn't 
going anywhere. The paramedic ambulance came and took me 
away in the ambulance. My eyes were playing tricks on me 
hardcore and my eyes saw things out the ordinary. They took 
me to a hospital for three days. All I broke was my thumb, but 
I was sore elsewhere as well. After 3 days they released me to a 
mental hospital that later sent me to a drug rehab. I got kicked 
out of the rehab and went to be homeless. The word crazy 
is defined with a few definitions one is; "extremely foolish." 
I've been in and out of mental hospitals on the streets and in 
prison. 

I look back on these things I did on drugs and I think it 
was extremely foolish. A foot in the grave is a foolish step to 
take. We are all going to die anyway. Find away to be happy. 
Drugs aren't going to do it. I have to take responsibility for my 
actions. To achieve good things you have to work hard. The 
good life is sometimes the easy life. If you are reading this from 
juvenile hall then you're getting a taste of how serious God was 
about appointing people to enforce the laws. Read the book of 
Romans in the Bible and you'll see Gods law and mans law and 
that the authorities on earth are appointed by God. Earth is a 
place to learn not to burn. Enjoy. 




Meth 



When the needle hit your vein, the pain you loved 

When the meth hit your brain carried by your blood 

Your thoughts had changed that moment that day 

And the decisions you made brought you more pain 

You lied, you stole, you killed, you robbed 
To get high you fool 'cause you couldn't keep a job. 

From gold to a muffler at your touch 

Thought you was a cold hustler and if that weren't 

enough 

The things you had, where have they gone to? 

The things that meant anything to you 

Traded it all boy for the high that day 

Ain't it tweeked how everything you enjoyed meth took 

it all away? 
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Path of Peace 



You would be the man if you could get prayers answered 
for everyone. Hoot it up. What are you waiting for? Can 
you pray for everyone? Will your heart allow you to pray 
for someone even if they killed your friend? He's part 
of us. We're everyone. Don't know that one who kills 
someone will need grace and mercy? He will suffer bad 
things without it. 

Can you pray for the thief that stole your mom's car 
and made her late for work or how about the one that 
stole her car when she was in the grocery store? Can your 
pray for him? Will your heart be sincere in asking good 
things for these people? You are part of us. Everyone 
include you. Christ said, "Whatever you've done to the 
least of you so also have you done for me". 

Who's the least of us? Baby rapers? Bums? Junkies? 
Murderers? The least of us. Whether you believe in 
Karma or heaven and hell you believe in consequences 
and rewards, and of you "love thy neighbor as thyself 
when your neighbors "burning in hell" or suffering bad 
karma how can you not feel bad hurt and have pain? What 
do you do for others whether it is bad or good you surely 
do for yourself? 

The world tells us child molesters are the lowest 
of low and serial killers are just the worst people alive. 
Wrong is wrong whether it's touching a penis or cutting a 
throat. Christ sees all people as God's creation we cannot 
be perfect here and God understands that so God has 
opened his heart to grant us grace and have mercy on 
us. 

Murderers in prison think we're better then all the 
rapist and child molesters. God loves us all forgives the 
same. The same laws apply to us all whether it to be karma 
or judgment day. I have seen a great many judgment days. 
One day at school I was judged because of my mouth. 
I was sentenced to a butt whooping in the parking lot 
courtroom. 

One day my girl friend judged my flirtatious cheating 
ways and sentenced me to life without her. You honestly 
do reap what you sow. Life is an experience learns from 
it. In your search for the truth, use good judgment. Have 
grace and mercy on those you judge and you will be 
judged accordingly to how you judge. 



What Time is it? 



Crack would be all right if it didn't mess your life up. 
That's the only thing that sucks about it. You never have 
those friends that say things like; hey this stinks smell 
it, this is gross taste it, this is ugly, look, or how about 
this one; smoke some of this it will mess up your life up? 
Think of all the time a crack head invests in his or her 
high. For $20 a crack head can stay physically high for 20 
minutes that's a dollar a minute, $60 bucks an hour. Plus 
the mental mix up you go through after smoking crack 
last a lot longer then the high. 

Not all crack heads are jobless when they start 
smoking crack, but trust me you could have a good job 
making a lot of money and the crack will take that from 
you and you will eventually be dead, broke, or in a rehab. 
So since crack heads have such a hard time keeping 
jobs they turn to crime and easy money allowing ijiem 
to smoke more. A poor choice. The risk runs high; crack 
heads have been known to sell their own children for 
prices as low as $50 worth of rock. Can you imagine? 

So peep game some of those people you sell crack 
to are supposed to be responsible for young children, 
innocent young children. We are designing the future 
today. Babies go without food and wear dirt diapers, 
but what necessities for children when you need a new 
watch? And yes homie a gold tooth would look fresh. If 
you think about it and you know what time it is right 
when you wake up without even looking at your watch. 
When your feet hit the floor its breakfast time right? How 
come innocent children that still need nourishments to 
grow, are starving? 

It's breakfast time for them but only their folks 
bought you something to floss with. Next thing, you get 
busted and go to the pen and people respect you and call 
you a hustler and respect you because you're about your 
money. They don't kill you, spit on you or throw piss on 
you for what you did to those children they stab, spit, and 
piss on child molesters. 

What's worse depriving children of their necessities 
or touching their penis? If you want to confuse a child 
you're just as low as the child molester only you got a 
watch out of the deal. You're both sick. That's what time 
it is. 



The risk rms high; cmcK heads have heen kfiowH to sell their own 
children for prices as low as $50 worth of rocK> Can ifOM Imagine? 



Time Wasted 



What I see today, some of it's a surprise 

What I see from the inside with sober eye 

All of that of which I am depressed 

At 20 years old I caught a case that carried life 

My mother told me to get a job 

Dope entered my veins and blood took off 

Then to stay that way I would steal and rob 

My ears were closed my heart was cold 
Mama's little boy not doing what he's told 

I heard it so many times it just got old 
So I played the fool and made my own rules 

Forward progress on a down hill slope 
Something was dragging me I held the rope 



As a kid papa washed out my mouth with soap 

I grew to chew my belt, injecting dope 

I owe a lot of my success to the rig 

I succeed to grow problems real big 

Now only god can solve some of my problems kid 

Never thought it would be like this all up to him 

I'm in a different land, but getting clever 

Know that every land has different treasures 

Extreme situations require drastic measures 

Different places, different pleasures 

I've learned from my decisions about a better way 

Now I'm smiling, doing life, livin' another day 

The penalty of the game that we all play 
You don't need drugs, for now that's all I'll say 
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I must commend you all for the voice you give to our 
youth. Young Adults and Adults. I've yet to see a forum 
such as this and after reading the expressions of your 
loyal fans subscribers and newcomers I would be remiss 
if I write and say Thank You! 

I had a cage brotha (cellmate) that wrote and submitted 
a few of his pieces of profound poetry. His name is Geri 
Vance. I now receive The Beat Within and look forward to 
every issue. However y'all mail them to me under the wrong 
name (Josh Canty). I'm sure that Mr. Geri Vance meant 
well but he was errant in his relay of my "Government" 
name. It is John Canty-k32263. Anyhow Beat I've been 
enclosed a few pieces of my heartfelt expressions. 

I hope to grace the pages of your publication. Just for 
the record, that I'm not speaking "directly to anyone but 
I'm being felt or "heard by everyone, it is a overwhelming 
feeling of awe. This is the same feeling that I embrace 
after I flip through the pages of your publication. 

Please enjoy reading them for I had the joy in writing 
them. 

I thank you for your time but non that I've taken far 
too much of it I'll depart with the utmost respect and 
appreciation for what you all do and have done. Again 
Thank You! John Canty. 
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Footprints 



The footprints of my youth 

The charted way I came 

Some of them lies, some of them truth 

Some of them fault and others of blame 

The ones of lies are at a deceitful place 

And dishonestly etched 

The ones of truth are sincerely traced 

And earnestly set 

The ones of fault are careless steps and clumsily did 

While the ones of blame are so unkept 

And shamefully hid 

The ones of lies lay bare 

Without emotional intent 

The ones of truth stand in delicate care 

With the hearts consent 

The ones of fault fall to burden 

My mental design 

The ones of blame culpability uncertain 

To be revealed in time 

Each step has been noted 

And collected for evidence 

And it is I, Who remains devoted 

To every step since. 



'^nnn CMnT¥' 
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Our next writer is writing to u% from Caiipatria State Prison in 
Caiipatria, CA. John Canty is a new writer to The Beat Within sk% he 
was introduced by our long time friend and writer for the magazine, 
Mr. Geri Vance. John has a few poems he would iiice to share with all 
the audience out there reading. John is pouring out his heart and soul 
with nothing but good intentions sk% he iiices the fact that we maice him 
feel iiice he has a voice, and he does have a lot to say for he has been 
through his fair share of trials and tribulations. So give a John a read 
folks! 



Pray For Me 

Before the end of my days 

That glorious 

Enchantment 

That sneaks hearts away 

Should I and live alone 

Without emotions to will 

I pray for a prayer to come 

my end 

I lived a life fulfilled 

I pray that I know the 

beauty 

Of an emotion so profound 

And I never let cease to 

seek joy 

With the a pound 



May I recall a special 

Day 
When memories hold me 

dear 
And how passionately I 

was able to love 

And how I did it without 

fear 

May I never waste a 

moment 

Or cry over pain 

And may I never forget 

"All loss is but gain" 

If I ever find this Love 

May it never go away 

For non is in God's hands 

But for me I can only pray. 



I'm Not Mad 



For the mental anguish and hidden pain 

For the barren walls and chrome plated chains 

For the lockdowns the cell feeds, and the blocks 

For the manmade hells and for the doors that are locked 

I'm not mad 

For the direct orders and the rules and regulations 

For the short leashes called parole and probation 

For the ND warning shots and the prone position 

For the resume program 

And the don't talk and listen 

I'm not mad 

For the depriving of life and the deprives of change 

For the sleepless nights and years I can't regain 

For my stress for my struggles and for all my strife 

For my heart, for my soul, and for my life 

I'm not mad 

For the seconds minutes and the hours 

For the pepper spray, Billy clubs, and gun towers 

For the golden lie that "the truth shall set you free 

For the new-comers and for those before me... 

I'm not mad... I'm ANGRY! 



Passion For Paio 

In this struggle called life 
All my rewards are but 

strife 

And starts all over again 

With a strength that is 

renewed 

And a heart that is ablaze 

The same steps of a fool 

But at a different age 

So frequent is the path 

To be so far gone 

How difficult it is 

When one stand alone 

This pain is my life 



And this passion is my 

curse 

It cuts like a knife 

But I've bled for the worse 

And hope is like a fire 

That burns internally 

To love is my desire 

But it steadily runs from 

me 

And I'm quick to give 

chase 

Only to give away to strain 

And I'm quicker to 

embrace 
My passion for Pain! 
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The Truth Ahout the Almiohty Dollar 

Greetings once again, all people of color. I dedicate this to 
all youth. I wish to show you within this essay the truth 
about the dollar bill for which we risk our freedom and for 
which some will sell their souls or even kill to get. 

Do you know that this almighty dollar we all seek to 
have has been put together by America with symbols that 
they stole from various African heritages and history? Allow 
me to point out a fact and the big lie behind the creation of 
the dollar bill. 

Note, my people, take a moment and look on the back 
of a dollar bill. Pay close attention to the symbols. You will 
see for yourself how the so-called founding fathers of this 
country have composed the so-called great seal of America 
with a stolen African symbol. On the back of this almighty 
dollar bill you will see the eye of Horus-God, a pyramid, a 
six pointed star which is made up of 13 stars, an eagle, and 
their imitation of the great sacred sun falcon, which is an 
African symbol for God. All of these symbols were stolen 
from various African countries. 

Young people, I'll even go further to point out another 
fact. Take out a quarter, nickel, dime, and penny and lay 
them face up on a table. You'll notice the heads on the 
quarter, nickel, and dime all face to the right. However, the 
face on the penny is facing to the left; plus, the metal used 
in making the penny is made up of the lowest grade copper 
possible while the other coins are made of pure silver. 

People, my point to you here is that the reality of the 
almighty dollar we all seek is made up with symbols stolen 
from other people's heritages, but it is also made up within 
a system of racism and lies. Allow me to explain my point 
here: this so-called system, or should I really say, the very 
monetary system in this country, is built on a dogmatism 
platform of lies and racism, plus the symbols on the dollar 
bill are stolen from ours and other heritages. 

Also, did you know that the Washington Monument is 
a stolen symbol of African heritage? The obelisk of this 
symbol is a black Egyptian God, plus this same obelisk can 
also be found at the Vatican in St. Peter's Square. In fact, it 



Our next writer is writing to u% from a Correctional Facility in 
Vacaville, Ca. Anthony has came a long way with his writing ^% each 
week his writings get deeper and deeper and really tries to convey 
messages behind his pieces. Anthony comes through with a couple 
standout pieces, asking you readers out there "ho you really are behind 
the wire" and not let society dictate what you are. We are all human no 
matter what environment we grew up in. Anthony also delivers another 
very political piece about the "Almight Dollar" and what the symbols 
represent, and the true value behind it. So kick back and soak up some 
knowledge that Anthony is about to spill. 



is used on all church steeples throughout the world. 

So, my closing point here is that America is a country 
built on complete lies and stolen symbols, knowledge of 
others' heritages, the Black man. Latinos, Native Americans, 
and the Asian communities. This is an essay on facts behind 
the almighty dollar bill and why we must stop and educate 
our youth to the very truth behind this dollar bill so many 
have and do seek, and in doing so we must confront those 
in authority to dismantle and expunge all lies from their 
history books and replace it with the truth. 

We must change this system which is all very true, but 
the question within this essay is, how do we change the 
level of thinking for all people of color who are so used 
to doing it the old way? To paraphrase from Frederick 
Douglass, "...through struggle makes progress." 

So, in closing, let me say, how much longer do we gotta 
go through hell to make it right? To this day, we of color 
are still in hell; both these statements are very true, but I 
ask you all, aren't you tired of being in hell? And how much 
more suffering from our past—in vicious discrimination do 
we want? My being in prison has made me come to realize 
that until we educate our youth, America will always look 
at us as "field n*****s" and tools for the government and 
its counterparts. 

This is how they use isolation of people of color from 
White America to sustain their widespread racist attitudes 
to exclude all people of color from all the social circles 
within this country. So to all the youth of the world, dare 
to struggle, dare to win, knowledge is power. Stand firm 
and do not take on yourself the yoke of slavery a second 
time... 



Bo, mif closing point here is that 
America is a comtrtf hniit on com- 
piete iies andstoien sifwhois, l^nowi- 
edge of others' heritages, the Biacfc 
man. Latinos, Native Americans, and 
the Asian communities. 



Who You Are Behind The Wire 

Anyone who is or has been behind the wire knows 
trying to keep your full focus on any one thing is very 
hard; the reality and the fact of the matter is the prison 
environment changes so quickly, and you have to change 
with it to survive. One day it's calm and peaceful, the next 
moment it's chaotic and threatening. A person's character 
and attitude can change in a heartbeat behind the wire, 
making it very hard for society to really know who you 
are-human, not some savage. That's who you are... 
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Take Responsibility 



As deep sadness settles in my mind begins to drift 

Upon the better things of life which most of us have 

missed 

A simple hug or a kiss from the ones you love the most 

A kind word or a letter to life your spirits and give you 

hope 

The truth is hard to cope when you know right from 

wrong 

Ignorance is no excuse read the title of this song 

For so long I've been a victim of my own circumstance 

Tried to earn a decent living but been robbed of the 

chance 
Perhaps it's not my purpose to earn a decent living 
But to learn from my mistakes and put a limit to my 

sinning 

By forgiving my own self for all the trouble that I've 

caused 

All the pain that I inflicted without giving it any thought 

I'm the only one at he fault 

This I clearly understand 

It takes courage to admit and become an honest man 

A plan to succeed and overcome all my failures 

Always hope for the best and never expect any favors 

Beware of all the games selfish people like to play 

Who take advantage of your kindness then smile in your 

face. 
Keep a steady pace and maintain your independence 

Pursue and move forward in the right direction 

And remember imperfection can always be corrected 

Poor performance through preparedness can always be 

prevented 
Apply this knowledge to your life a decent man will grow 

Beyond any expectation or any common goal 

Since my youth I've heard the term keep it real obscure 

The truth like fabricated accusations supported with out 

Proof 

Tell me who in their right mind embraces this deception 

More than half the population trying to leave a good 

impression 

My objective is not to judge or blame any race 

Because we've all done some stuff which leaves 

Our names in disgrace. 



I See 



(My Precious Melody) 

I remember with clarity as if it were yesterday 

With a sense of pride every time we use to play 

No need to mention names 

She has a beautiful precious smile 

Fresh within my memory a state of in denial 

It's been a long while since I've last seen my daughter 

Seven years to be exact since our last final departure 

It takes a man to be a father but I'll really never know 

The consequences on my actions robbed me from a 

happy home 

It robbed me from a life far more precious than any pearl 

It robbed me from a wife and my little baby girl 

I can only sympathize and imagine how she feels 

The resentment and the sadness she tries hard not to 

reveal 

Concealed beneath a shell we all develop very well 

Hidden from so many but a few can only tell 

Dispel all illusions and confusion rapidly fiees 

Images of my daughter and her father is all I see. 



Bernardino, CA. He is not a first time writer but his woric rarely 
lands in the hands of our staff so we can publish it. So with the utmost 
respect and pleasure we would liice to introduce to you readers out there 
our friend, Adrian. 



Continuation 



Leaving a taste in your mouth like blood mixed with 

copper 

The aroma so distinct you could smell for at least an 

hour 

True power lies within 

To transform and cleanse the wind 

Have faith in yourself and you will change with in time 

Be kind to one another and treat each other with respect 

And don't forget to show compassion cause your actions 

will reflect 

Project positive energy and try not to neglect 

The choice is yours to make and only yours to protect 

So I conclude this last verse by adding wisdom to your 

destiny 

It is we who are really our worst and biggest enemy 

Dedicated to all who has lived a rough life, incarcerated 

physically & mentally. 




Tn Tlie Beat 



Avery sincere brother by the name of Stone recommended 
that I send a poem or two. Enclosed are a couple of 
poems that I would like to contribute to your book The 
Beat Within. I must admit at first I was a bit of a skeptic, 
but after reading the editors note from Volume 13.08 I 
became convinced beyond shadow of a doubt that your 
efforts to assemble such a project for a book are with the 
best intentions at heart. 

It will be a great honor to have some of my material 
published in your book. I am hoping that the poems 
enclosed meet the standards for your next upcoming 
project. I also would like to request that a copy of my 
published material within your book be sent to my 
beautiful lovely daughter. Her birthday is coming up 
next month July 16th. She will be very surprised to 
receive a copy. Thank you deeply for your time and kind 
consideration. 

Very Truly, 
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Birth Of A New Man 

Lir boy runnin', 12 years old 

12 at night on the block 

Nowhere to go 

Stomach's rumblin', so hungry 

No money to eat 

Hit the corner liquor store 

The birth of a new thief 

So cold and tired 

Just wanna go to sleep 

It seems so long till 

The next morning 

Don't know why she hates him 

Is it somethin' that he did 

Somethin' he didn't do 

Maybe he reminds her of him 

15 years old, he meets the homies 

Now he posted on the block 

With a gun and a hoody 

First time in jail 

Put it down for the turf 

Word spreads quick 

A new gangsta's birth 



We are doubly excited to bring you "Birth Of A New Man" by MRT, 
a first-time writer to The Beat. First, we are excited by the quality 
of this poem — a mini-autobiography that wanders through a dark 
past but always know where it's heading, which is a bright future! But 
beyond that, we are thrilled to bring you the very first contribution 
from Solano County Juvenile Hall where we will begin a regular Beat 
writing program this week! So, while this is the first of those pieces, it 
is also the last that will appear in The Beat Without section. From now 
on, look for Solano County along with all the other Bay area counties 
we visit. We welcome Solano County to The Beat, and hope that all the 
writing is sk% good sk% this! 



Got tatted at 16 

Knew the game in and out 

Jail became a routine 

Life's in and out 

With a grudge and some drugs 

At 17 and a half 

With a mentality insane 

And a screwed up past 

It seems like it's over 

He's headin' to his end 

But outta nowhere it hits home 

Reality sets in 

I think I know what it is, 

A birth of a new man, 

They told me I couldn't turn it around. 

Think again 'cause I am! 



'i/U/ SMTTH' 



Our next writer was introduced by our friend Lil' Man. He's writing 
from Calipatria State Prison. He's a first time writer for The Beat 
Within magazine sk% hedelivers a piece dedicated to all the mother's out 
there, especially his. 



Mother 

Here home is a realm 
Of order with breathing 

room 
Space without scarcity 
Abundance without clutter 
I used to thank her 
The finest hostess and 
counselor in the world 
Now I know that she is 
She values new friends 
And treasures old ones 
She appreciates poetry 

selectively 

She reads twelve fine 

books each year 

And just as many awful 

ones 
Having the same habit I 

wonder: 
Which does she enjoy 

more? 

She smokes carefully 

She drinks moderately 

She plays cards 

Formidably 

She enjoys her minor 



voices 
She has no major ones 

The Bard, whom she read 

to her sons 

(Two of us at least) 

Spoke of life's autumn in 

terms of 
"Honor, love, obedience, 

troops of friends..." 
Values these are, as real 

and desirable 
As they are also elusive 

and chimerical 

Too many people today 

would have easily 

Choked upon these terms 

as I perceive them 

In all their fullness. 

But if anyone on Earth 

deserves 

Honor, love, obedience, 

troops of friends. 

She does 

And if anyone on Earth 

has them. 

She has. 



'U/BHOBLL IIBffff¥' 



Our next writer was also introduced by Lil' Man, and he's also 
writing to us from Calipatria State Prison in Calipatria, CA. He 
submitted a poem titled. To My Mother " that has a spiritual twist to 
it. 



To My Mother 



I was your rebellious son 

Do you remember? 

Sometimes I wonder if you do remember 

So complete has your forgiveness been 

So complete has your forgiveness been 

I wonder sometimes if it did not 

Precede my wrong, and I erred 

Safe, found, within your love 

Prepared ahead of me, the way home 

Or my bed at night, 
So that almost I should forgive you 

Who perhaps 
Foresaw the worst that I might do 

And forgave before I could act 

Causing me to smile now looking back 

To see how paltry was my worst 

Compared to your forgiveness of it 

Already given 

And this is the vision of that Heaven of which 

We have heard 

Where those who love each other have forgiven each other 

Where, for that, the leaves are green. 

The light a music in the air 

And all is untangled 

And all is undismayed. 



Mif life woMid Hot have heen the same without The 
Beat Within, ioiir love, ifOMr lotfalttf, if our faith has en- 
riched mif life. Because of what tfou have showu the 
ifomgsters and me, as a friend, I have hecome a hetter 
person, father, and friend, 

read the rest of Shawn Montgomerif's BWO piece on page 51 




